TIS 


Pirty Shee's \Whore 


A IR 


_— — 


Adaed by the Queenes M aelltes Ser- 
 nants, at The Phenix in 


Drury-Lane. 


L O X DO N, 
Printed by IC icholas Okes tor Richard: 
Collins, and are tobe 101d at his ſhop 


in Pauls Church-yard, atthe {ign« 
of thethrce Kings. 16 33: 


eat MIT | 


- The "OP 
P,ARMA. 


— 


_n_w—— Wow 


An 


'The Acters Names, - 


Bonaueutnya, A Fryar. 

A Cardinal,  * Nuntio tethe Pope. 
Sorante, A Nobleman. 

Florie, A Cirtizen ef P arms. 
Donads, Another Cittizen, 
Grimaldi, A Roman Gentleman. 
GCronannm, Sonne te Florio, 
Bergetto, Nephew to Dozaas, 
Richardetts, A ſuppos'd <5 
Va/quer, - Sernant to S9ranzs 

 Poggsa, Seruant to 3 __ 

Bandetts, 

| Woemen. 

Axnabella, Daughter ts F/or19. 
 Hippolita, Wi ife to Richardetrs - 
Philotes, _ His Neece 


Putana, Jutrefſe to Aunabclle. 


2Þ To the truely Noble, Zobn, 
_ _ Earle of P#terborowgh, Lord Mordant, 
Baron of Tervecy. . 


Hers a Truth of Meritt hath 
a gencrall warrant, There 
Loueis but a Debt, Acknow« 
ledgement a Inſtice. Greatneſle = 
> cannot oftenclainge Yireweby 
| Inheritance , Yet in this, 
"YovRs appearcs moſt Emi- 
nent, forthatyou are not more rightly Heyreto 
your Fortures,then Glory ſhalbe toyour Memory. 
Sweeteneſle of diſpoſition ennobles a freedome 
of Birth;in B o TH, your lawfull Intereſt adds 
Honour to your owne Name, and mercy to my 
 preſumprion. Your Noble allowance of Theſe 
Firſt Frunes of my leaſure in the Action, embol- 
dens my confidence, of your as noble conſtructi- 
on in this Preſentment : eſpecially ſince my Ser- 

- mico muſt cuor owe particular dury to your Fa- 
$-: uours, 


RR . - a 
uours, by aparticular lIngagement, The Gravity 
of + 41 gp ona ealily.cxcale the leightneſſe of 
the Title : oiherwiſc, Þ 12d beenca ſcurre Tudge a-. 
_ oainſl mineowneguile, Princes haue vouchſat'r 

Grace totrifles7 oftred from apurity of Deuotion, 
your Lordſhip may'likewilſe pleate,to admit into 
your good opinion, with theſe weake endeuours, 
the conlt ancy of AﬀeCtion' from the lincere Lover 
of your Deſercs in Honour 
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To my Friend the f 


Author. 


VV 1th admiration I behel 4 This Whore 
Adorn'd with ©B eauty, ſuch as might reſtore 

(If ever being as TI ty Muſe hath fam'd) 

Her Giouanni,iabi, lon; wvablam d : 

The ready Graces lent their willing ad, 
Pallas her fe)te now playd the Chamber -maide 
And belp't to put. her Dreſſings on * ſecure 
Reſt Thou, that Thy Name herein hull endure 
To thend of Age ; and Annabclla bee 
Gloriouſſy Faire, cuen in her1nfamie. 
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 Epter Fryat and Giouanni, 
Froar. 


ele are no Scheole-points ; nice Philoſophy 
May tolerate vnlikely arguments, 


On wit too much, by ftriuing how to proue 


Difcouer'd firft the neereft way to Hell; (Art, 
And fild the world with deueliſh Atheiſme : | 
Such queſtions youth are fond ; For better*'tis, 
To bleſſe the $unne, then reaſen why it ines ; 
Yet hee thou talk'ſt of, is abone the Sun, 
No more ; I may not heare 1t, 

G40, Gentle Father, 
To you I hane vnclaſp't my burthened ſoule, 
Empty'd the ſtore-houſe of my thoughts and hearr, 
Made my ſelfe poore of ſecrets ; hane not left | 
Another word vatold , which hath not ſpoke 
AllwhatT euer durft, or thinke, or know; 
And yet is here the comfortT ſhall haue, 
Muſt I not doe, what all men elſe may, Joue ? 

Fry, Yes. you may lonefaire ſonne, 

Gro, Muſt I not praiſe ; 
That beauty , which iffram'd anew, the gods 
Would makeagot of, if they had it there ; 
And kngsleto it, as I doo 6 ? 


Upon no more1n this, for know (young man). 
T 


But Heanen admits no jeſt ; wits that prefum'd ' 


There was no God; with fooliſh grounds of | 


Pry, 
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"Tis pitty ſhee's 4 WW heere. 


 Fry3, Why fooliſh mad-man ? 

G49, Shall a peeuiſh. ſound, Frog a 
A cuſtomary forme, from man to man, 
Of brother and of fifter, be a bavre 
Twixt my perpetuall happinefle and mee ? 
Say that we had one father, ſay one wombe. 


(Curſe to my joyes) gaue both vs life, and birth ; 


Are wee not therefore eaci; to other bound 1 
So much the moreby Nature; by the the links 
Of blood, of reaſon ; Nay if yon will haut, 

Even of Religion, to be euer one, 


One foule, oe fleſh, one lone, one heart, one AU? 


Fry; Haue done vnhappy yauth, for thouart loft. 
Gro, Shall then, (for that I am her brother borne) 
My ioyes be euer banithtfrom her bed ? | 
No Father ; in youreyes I ſee the el:anges» 
Of pitty and compaſſion : from your age 
As from a ſacred Oracle d&iltilis 
The life of Counſe!l: tel! mee holy man, 


 V\ hat Cure ſkall give me caſe in theſe extreames, 


Ezy. Repeutance ({onne) and ſorrow for this ſinne : 
FeEFthou ha 7 mou'd a Maicfty aboue 
W ith thy vn-raunged (almoſt) Blafpkemy, 
Gio. O doe not ſpeake of that(Geare Confeffor) 
_ Fry, Artthou (my ſonne) that miracle of Wir, 


_ Whoonce within theſe three Moneths wert efteem'd 


A wonder of thine age, throughout Bonona ? 
How did the Vniuerlity appland | 
Thy Sonerment, Behawour, Learning, Speech, 
$weetneſſe, and all that could make vpa man? 
I was prond of my Tatellage, and choſe | 
Rather to leaue my Bookes, then part with thee, 
T did fo : but the fruites of all my hopes 

Areloſt in thee, as thou art in thy ſelfe 


_ O G3omansi: haſt thou left the Schooles | 


Of Knowledge, to conuerfe with-Laſt and Death ? 
{ For Death waites on thy Luſt) looke through the wok), 
| | >. 


"Tis pitty ſbee's » Whoore. | 
And thou ſhalt ſee a thouſand faces ſhine 
More glorious , thenthis Idollthou ador'f : 

Leaue her, and take thy choyce, 'tis much lefſe finne, 
Though in ſuch games as thoſe, they loſe that winne, 
G0, It were moreeaſe to {top the Ocean 8" 

From floates and ebbs,then to duſwade my vower. 
Fry. Then I haue done, and in thy wilfull flames 

Already ſee thy raine ; Heauen is 1ſt, 

Yer heare my counſeil, . | 
Gio. Asa voyce of life, ; | 
Fry. Hyeto thy Fathers hou'e, there locke thee faſt 

Alone. within thy Chamber, then fall downze 

On both thy knees, and grouell onthe ground : 

Cry to thy heart, waſh cuery word thou vtter it 

- Inteares, (and if*t bee poſſible) of blood = |. 

Begge Heauen to cleanſe the leprofie of Luft 

That rats thy Sonle, acknowledge what thou art, 

A wretch, a worme, a nothing : weepe, {ig!., pray 

Threetimes a day, and threetimes eucry night: 

For ſcuen dayes ſpace doe this, then if thou End 

No change in thy defires, returne to me : 

Te thinke on remedy, pray for thy {ele 

Art home, whil'ſ{t I pray for thee here— away, 

My bleſſing with thee, wee hane neede to pray, 
Gio. All this Ile doe, to free mee from the rod 

Ot yengeance, cl(c Ile fweare, my Fate's my God, F xemet . 


Enter Grimaldi axd Vaſques ready to febr. 


4 


-Vaſ. Come fir, ſtand to your tackling, it you proue Craxer, 
 Tle make you ran quickly. | 

Grs, Thou art no equall match for mee. | 

Vaſ. Indeed I never wentto the” warres to bring home newes, 
nor cannot play the Mount ibanke for a meales meate , and {weare 
I got my wounds in the field : {ee you theſe gray haires, they'le 
not flinch for a bloody noſe, wilt thou te this geere ? wo 

Gri, Why flaue, think'ft then Tie ballance my reputation 

B 32 __ with 


ln pitry Yy Geet ihoores. B Le 


Witha Caſt- fiſite ; Call thy Maiſter, he ſhall know that T dare = 
| Paf,, Scold like a Cot-queane (thar's your Profeſſion) thou poore 
- ſhaddow ofa Soldier , I will make thee know , my Maiſter keepes 
Seruants, thy betrers in quality and. performance; Com'it thou to 
fig! - OT Prace? F | 
| Neither with-thee, ; 
Tama SRD: e. anda Gentleman, one that haue got 
Mine honour with expence of bleod, 
Vaſ. You area lying Coward,and a feole, fight;er by theſe Hits 
T'le kill thee. —braue my Lord, — you'le fight. 
Gri, Pronoake menot, forifthou doſt ——— They fioht,Gri- 
Faf. Heneat you. mal, beth the 
Enter Florco , Downde, Soranzo, wo | 
Flo. W hat meaned theſe ſadden broyles {o-ncare my dores? 
Haue you not other places, but my. houſe 
To vent the ſpleeneof your diſardered bloods ? 
Muſt I be haunted ſill with ſuch ynreft, 
* Asnotto eate, or fleepe in peaceathome ? 
1s this your loue Grimalds * Fig, t5-naught, - t 
Do. And Va/ques. I may tellthee 'tis not well | 
To broachtheſe quarrels, youare euer forward | " 
In ſscending contentions. 
| Enter aboue \nmabella and Pertana, 
| Flo. What's the ground? 
Sor. That with yourparience Signiore, He reſolues 
This Gertlemari, whom tanis reports a fouldier, 
( Forelſe I know net) riuals mee in laue 
To Signior F/or50's Daughter ;to whoſe cares 
He fill preferrs his ſuite tro my diſgrace, - 
Thinking the wapro recommend himfelte, 
Isto diſparage me in his report - 
But know Grimalds, though (may be) "Ur 
__ Wy equall inrhy blood, yet this bewrayes 
__ Alowneſiein ehy.minde; whichwer* $6 ah Noble 
Thou would'ftias much dildaine/as doe thee 
' For this vnworthinefle ; and on thisggronnd 
X Go ary Seruantto corre this tongne, 


Holding 


T1s pitty ſhes's a Whoore, 
Holding a man, ſo baſe,no match for me, | 
Vaſ. And had your /udda ne comming prevented ve 1 had ler 
.my Gentleman bloog vader the gilles ; 1 ſhould hane vor m'd 
you Sir,for 1unnng ipadde. | 

Gris. Ile be reneng*d Yoranzo, 

YVaſ Ona diſh of warme-broth to ftay your tomack,doe 
honeſt Innocence, dos; ſpone-mcat is a wholeſomer dyet then 
| a {panniſh blade. 

Gri. remember this. 

Sor, I feare thee not Grima/ds. Ex, Gt: 

Flo. My Lord Soranzo, this is {trange to me, . 
W hy youſhould ftorme, hauing my word engag'd: 
Owing herheart, what nec 's you doudther eare? 
Looſers may talke 7 law of any game. | 

YVaſ. Yetthe villaine of words , {ignior Florio may be ſuch, 
As would make any voſpleen'd Doue, Chollerick, 

Blame not my Lord in this. | | | 
Flo. Be you more ſilent, | 

3 would not for my wealth, my.daughters loue 

Shonld cauſe the {pilling of one drop ofblood. 

LV. aſques put vp,let $ end this fray m wine, ; E xennt. 
Putana How like you this child? here's threatning challeng- 


ing,quarrelling, Ws a8 ing, oneuer fide, and all is for your 
TY oe bad neede ns to your ſelfe (Chardge) you'le be 
ſtoine away Heeping 8lſe ſhoniy. . _ 2 
eAnnabella: But(Twrreſſe) ſuch pes ha n@ content 
: | 


To me, m xtsare fixt on other en 
koh Tonga "Ct w_ 

Put Laazeyou?no maruaile el{c;teaue me,no.leauing(Chardge) 
This is loue ontright, Indeede I þlame you not, yen hane 
Choycefit forthe beſt Lady in I:aly. | 

Anna. Pray doenot falke ſo anuch, | | 

Put, Take the worſt with the beſt, there's Grimalds the 
ſouldiera very well-timbred fellow : , they ſay he is a Roman, 
Nephew to the- Puke Jſevnt Feryatte, they fay he did good (er- 
vice inthewarrsagunft the Eng bur faith(Charaze) I doe 


not like him, and be for nothing, butfor being a ſouldier;one a- 
| "1&3 - mong{t. 


| 'Tis pitty ſhee's a Whooze. | 
mong(t twenty of yourskirmiſhing Captaines, but haneſome 
' pryvie mayme or other, that marres their ſtanding vpright,T like 
"him rHe worſe, hee crinckles ſo much inthe hams; though hee 
might ferue, if their were no more men, yet hee's notthe man I 
would chooſe. | | 7 

Anna, Fye ns Saw rrat'ft. 

Pur. As lama very woman, I like Signiouy Soranzo, well; 
hee is wiſe, and what 1s more, rech; and what 'is more then that, 
kind,and what is more then all this,a Noble-man;ſacha one were 
l the faire Annabel/a, my lelfe, I would with and pray for:then 
hee is bountifull ; beſides hee is handſeme, and, by my rroth, I 
thiake wholſome : (and that's newes in a gallant of three and 
rvyenty, ) liberall that | know-:louing, that you knew; and aman 
ſure, eltc hee comld neuer ha* purchaſt ſach a good name , with 
Hi»polita the luſtie Widdow inher huebands life time: And 
Ewere bur for that report (ſweet heart) would'a were thine- | 
Commend a man for his qualities , but take a husband as he is a 

_ plaine-(artficient, »aked mas: ſach a one. is for your bed,and ſuch 
a ONE 18 S579107 SForanzo my life for't. bf 
' 4nxa.Sure the woman tooks her mornings Draught to ſs0ne, 
' Enter Bergetto and Poggio. | 
Pat,But looke (ſweet heart,) looke what thinge comes now - 
Here's another»of your cyphers to fill vp che number: 
Oh braue old Ape tua ſilken Coate,obſerue. 

Zer. Did'& thou thinke Poggio, that T would ſpoyle my 
New cloathes, and leaue my dinner to fight. 

Pos. No Sir, I did not take youfor fo arrant a babie. 

Zer, Iam wyſer then {o:.for I hape Poggso, thou 
Neuer heard'ſt ofan elderbrother,yzhat wasa Coxcomb, 

Did'lt Pog g1o? wy | 
Pog. Neuer indeede Sir , as long as they had either land or 
mony left them to inhe rit. | | 

Ber. Ts it poſlible Fog 10? oh monſtragus/ why Ile vnder- 
take, with a handfall of filuer , to buy a headfull of witat any 
tyme,bur {irrah, I kaue ar ether purchaſe in hand, T ſhall have 
the wench myne vnckls (ayes, I will but waſh my face , and 
ſhift ſochks,and then kaue at her yfaith----o- | 

| Marke 


"Tis pittyjhie's aWboore. 
Marke my pace Popgio, | 

Pog. Sir I haueſcenean.Afe, and aMule crotthe Spanaiſh 
fauin with abetter. grace, I know nothow often, 


eAxn4, This Ideot haunts. me too, 
Pat, I;I,he needes nodi{cription;the rich agnifico, that is 
below with your Father {Chardze)S14 nior Donado his V nckle; 
for that he meanes to make this his Cozen agolden calfe, thinkes 
that you wil bearight //ra/zre, and falldowne to him preſently: 
but I hope lhaue tuterd you better : they ſay a fooles bable is a 
Ladies playfellow: yet you hauing wealth enough,you neede not 
Caſt ypon the dearth of feſh at any rate:hang him Innocent. 
Enter Giouanii. 
Anna, But lee Prtara, lee: what bleſſed ſhape 
Ofſome czleſtiall Creature now appeares? 
W hat man 1s hee, that with ſuch {ad aſpe&t 
W alkes carelefic oſhimſelfe? | 
7 #t. W here? | 
Anxx. Looke below. 
Put, Oh, *tis your brother ſwtet---- 
Anne, Ha! 
Pat. *'Tis your brother, | | 
Anna, Saretis not hee,this is ſeme woefull thinge 
W rapt vp in griefe, ſome ſhaddow of a man, 
Alas hee beats his breſt,. and wipes his eyes 
Drown'd all in teares:me thinkes 1 heare him ſigh, 
Lets downe- Pwtanagand pertake the cauſe, 
I know my Brother tmthe Leuc he beares me, 
Wy not denye me partage in his ſadneſſe, | 
My ſoule is full of heauineſſe and feare. Exit. 
Gso. Loſt,IT am loſt:my fates haue doom'd my death: 
— The more | ſtriue, Iloue, the more I loue, 
Theleſle I hope: i fee my ruine, certaine, 
W hat Tudgement, or endeuors could apply 
To my curable and reſtleſſe wounds, 
I throughly hane exemin'd,but in vaine: 
O that it were not in Religion finne, - 


wy 


Exeannt © 


|  T'is pitty fhet's aWhoore, 
To maKkeour loue a God, and worſhip it, 
I have cuen wwearied heauen with-prayers, dryed vp 
The ſpring of my continuall teares, euen ſteru'd 
My veines with dayly faſts: what wit or Art 
Con!d Counſaile,! haue pratiz'd; but alas 
I fird al thefe bnt dreames,and old mens tales 
_ Tofiisht enſteedy youth; meſtill the ſame, 
Or I thitt peaks; or burſt; tisnotl kriow, 
My liſt;buetis my fate that leads me on, 
 Keepefeare and low faint heatted ſhame with flawes, 
ie ref her, that Tloue ker, hough my heart 
 _ Wereratedat the price of that attempt. 7 
Oh me! ſhe comes, | EP 
Enttr A nnacand Þutana. 
* Amnxa. 'Brother, - 
| Gio, It ſuch a thing RG 
As Courage dwell in men, (yee hemuealy powers) 
Now double all that vertue in my tongne. 
Anna. Why Brother, will you not fpeake to me? 
Gio, Yes;how d'ee S1 | 
eAnnt, Howſocuer iam,me thinks you are not well. 
Pat Bleſſe vs why are you ſo fed Sir, | 
G:6. Let me iarreat you late vs zWhile, Pwiana, 


Siſter, I would be prywate with you. 
: ena. W ith-drawe © Patna, | 
Put, I will, PURSE —_— : _ 
If this wereany other Cetnpaty for her, Tſhould thinke tay #b- 
tence an office of fotieerttlir; but 1 will leane them bn Arey 
Con Siter lend yeurkandgorveratke/ vo 
F $0. ome 1 ET 1En ar 5 's | ce ther. 
I hope you noade nor biaſiees/walkee with thee, "I | 
| Here's none but you and T1, 46 
_eAuna, How's this? © 
Gro. Faith I meane'mo hatrhe. 
Anna. Harme? . KEE, 
Go. No good faith;how ift with'ee? 
Anza, 1 truſt hee be got frapitickes- 


OO Yor pitty fhee's 4Whoore, 
Tam very wel! brother, | 
Go, Truſt me butIamiſtcke, I feare fo fick, 
"Twill coft my life. | | 
Awna, Mercy forbid it : *tis not. fo T hope. 
Gio, Ithinke you loue me S:fter. 
Amna, Yes you know, 1 doe, 

_ Gro, I know't indeed ----y'are very faire. - 
Anna. Nay then Ifee you haue a merry fickneſſe. 
Go, Thar's as itproues:they Poets faigne (I read) 

That 7#%o for her forehead did exceede. 
All other goddeſſes: butT durit fweare, 
Your forehead exceeds hers, as hers did t heirs. 
Anza. Troth this 1s pretty, 
Gio. Sucha paire of ſtarres | Mm 
.  Asare thine eyes, would (like Promethear fire.) 
(If gently glaun'{t) giue life tolcaſeleſle ſtones. 
Anna, Fievpor'ee, es 
Gio, The Lilly and the Roſe moſt ſweetly ſtrainge, 
V pon your dimpled Cheekes doeftriue for change. 
Such lippes would tgmprt a Saint; ſuch hands as thoſe | 
Would make an &4rchores Laſciuious, 
Anna, D'eemock mee*, or flatter mee, 
Gio, If yon would ſee a beauty more exact 
Then Art can counter fit,or nature frame, | 
Looke in your glaſle, and there behold yourowne. 
eAr14, O you area trime youth. - : 


Gio, Here. Offers his Dagger to ber. 


efnrna, What to doe. | | 
- Gu, And here's my breaſt,” ſtrick home, 
Rip vp my boſome, there thon (halt behold _ 

A heart, in which is writ the truth I {peake, 

Why ſtand'ce? Anna, Are youearnefſt? 
Gio. Yes moſt earneſt, | | 

You cannot lone? emma, Whom? 
Gio, Me, my tortur'd ſoule Vt; 

Hath felt affli&ion inthe heate of Death, 

O A4nnabeialam quite ——_ p 


"Tis pitty fhee's 4 Frhoore, 
The loue oſthee (my ſiſter) and the view 
Of thy immortall beauty hath vntur'd 
All harmony both of my reſt and lite, 
Why d'eenot ſtrike? | 

© Anza, Forbid it my iuft feares, 
If this betrue, 'twere fitter I were dead, 

Gie. True Annabella; 'tis no time td 'eft, 
T haue too long ſuppreſt the hidden Aames 
Thar almoſt haue conſum'd me ; I haue {pent 
Many a filent night in ſighes and groanes, 
Ranouer all my thoughts, deipis'd my Fate, 
Rea{on'd againſt the reaſons of my loue, : 
Done all that ſmooth'd-cheeke Vertue could aduiſe, 
But found all booteleſſe; *tis my deſtiny, 
That you matt eyther Joue, or I muſt dye. 

A 84, Comes this in fadnefſe from you ? 

Gio, Let ſome miſchiefe 
Befall me ſoone, if I difſemble oughr. 

Anna, You are my brother Gronann:, 

Gzo. You, | x 
My Sifter e/»nab211a ; I know this : 
And conld afford you inſtance why to lone 
So much the more for this ; to which intent 
Wiſe Nature firſt in your Creation ment 
To make you mine: elfe*t had beene ſinne and foule, 
To ſhare-one beauty to adouble ſoule. | 
Neereneſfle !n birth or blood, doth but perſwad 
A neerer ncerenefle in affection. _ ; 
I-haue askt Counſel of the holy Church, 
Who tells mee may loue you, and *tis iuft, 
That fince I may, I ſhould ; and will, yes will -. . 

Muſt I now line, or dye? 

_ _ exx4, Liue, thou haſt wonne | 
The field, and neuer fonght; what thon haſt yrg'd, | 


| My captiue heart had long agoe reſoh!'d. 


I bluſh to tell thee, (butTe tell thee now ) 
For cuery ligh that thon haſt ſpene for me, 


*T1s pitty ſhee's a Whoore. 
I have fgh'd:ten ; for euery teare ſhed twenty : R 
And notio much for thatT lou'd, as that 
I durſt not fay I lou'd; uor ſcarcely thinke it. 
50, Letnot this Muſicke bea dreame(yeegods) 
For pittie's-ſake T begge ee, PO To 
ena, On my knees, Shee kneeles. 
Brother, euen by our Mothers duſt, I charge you, 
Doe not betray mee to your mirth or hate, 
Lone mee, or kill me Brother. rs : 
Gro. On my knees, He kneeles, 
Siſter, euen by my Mothers duſt I charge ycu, | 
Doe not betray mee to your mirth or hate 
Loue mee, or kill nree Siſter, 
efArra, You meane good ſooth then ? 
Gzo, Ingood troth 1 doe, 
Ard ſo doe you I hope: ſay, I'm in earneſt; 
Auna, Te ſwear't and L. | 
Gio, And 1, and by this kiſle, Kiſſes her, 
(Orce more, yet once more , now let's riſe, by this) 
I would not change this muiute for E/yz1wm, 


_ _ What muſt wenow doe? 


Anna, W hat you will, Gro. Comethen, 
After ſo many teares as wee haue wept, 
| Ler's learne to court in {miles. to kifle and ſleepe. Extyrt. 
Enter Florio and Donado. | 
Flo. Sigzior Doxado, you hane fayd enough, 
T ynderſtand you, but would hane you know, 
| 1will not force my Daughter 'gainſt her will. 
You fee I have but two, a SOrEand Her ; 
| And hee is ſo denoted to his Booke, 
As I muſttel] yu true, I doubt his health : 
Should he miſcarry, all my hopes rely 
V pon any Girle ; as for worldly Fortuve, 
T am I thanke my Starres, bleſt with enough : 
My Care is how to match her to her liking, 
1 won]d not have her marry Wealth, but Loue, 
And it ſhe like your Nephew, ler _ baue her, 
| 2 


'T'is pitty ſhee's a Whooves 
Here's all that I can fay. | 
De. Sir you fay well, . 
Like a true father, and for my payr, I 
If the - cn folkes ca hke, (rwixt you and me) 
Will promile to aſſure my Nephew preſeutly, 
Thres thouſand Florrens yeerely during life, 
And after I am. dead, my wheteeſate, | 
Flo. 'Tis a faire proffer fir, meanetiine your Nephery 
Shall hauc free paſſage to commence h1s ſuite z 
If hee can thriae, hee ſhall haue my conſent, 
So for this time I'le leaue you $5941495, Saw: 
| Do, Well, Fe | 
"Here's hope yet, if my Nephew would haue wit, 
| But hee is ſuch another Dunce, Ifeare Ph: 
Hee'le neuer winne the Wench ; when I was young 
I cenld haue done't yfaith, and ſo ſhall hee 
Tfhee will Tearne of mec ; and'in good time '. 
Hee comes himlelfe. | | 
| Enter Bergetts and Poggis, ' © 
Pog, How now Bergetro, whether away fo ft - : 
Fey, Oh Vnkle, 1 hane heard the ſtrangeſt newes that ener 
came out of the Myne, haue I not. Poppio ? Fe 
Por. Yes indeede Sir: Do, Whatnewe? Bergetto? 
| Ber, Why laoke yee Vnkle? my-Barher told me inſt now 
that there 18 a fellow come to Towne, who gndertakes to make 
a Mill goe withqut the mort2!] heipe of any wateror winde,. 
onely with Sand-bags : andthis fellow hath a ſtrange Horſe, a 
moſt excebent beaſt, Ple aſſure you Vnkle, (my Barber ſayes ) 
whole head to the wonder oba!l Chriſtian people,ſtands juſt be- 
hind where his tayleis, is'tnottrue Poggzo ? | 
Po7.50 the Barber ſwore tor footh, 
Do. And you arerunning hicher? Ber; IT forſooth Vakle. 
Do. Wiltthon be a Foole ſtil ? come fir, you ſhall not goe, 
you have more mindiof a Puppet-play, then on the buſineſſe I 
_ told yee : why thou great Baby , wu't never haue wit, wu't 
make thy ſelfe a May-game to allthe world? | 
Rog, Aniweretor your ſelfe Maiſter. 
: E Pex. 


Tis patty ſhee's a Whoore. 
Ber. Why Ynkle, ſhu'd I fit at home till, and not goe abroad 
to ſee faſhions like other gallams? - . 
. To fee hobby-hories : what wiſe talke I pray had you 
wnabella, when you were at Sigzror Florio's huute ? 
Oh the wench: vds {a'me, Vnkle; I tickled her with a 


with 
Ber. 


1g. | x ; 
Do, Nay I thinke fo, and what fpeech was't? 
Ber, What did I fay Po 740 2 | 
Pog, Forfuoth my Maier taid, that hee loucd her almoſt a 
well as hee Joued Parmaſent, and (fwore( Flebe fworne for him ) 
that ſhee wanted but ſuch a: Nofeas his was, to.be as pretty a 
V#UNg WOemaAN, AS Any Was in Parma. Do. Ohgrote! 
Ber, Nay Vakle, then ſhce ask'tmee, whether my Father had 


any more ctsldren then my-ſclfe:: and I fayd/ no, *twere better | 


hee ſhould haue had his braynes knocktout firſt. 
Ds. This is intolerable, D 
Ber. Then ſayd (hee, wilk Signzer Donado your Vokle leaue 
you all his wealth ? Rn 4 
Do. Ha ! that was good, did ſhe barpe vpon that ſt1 ing ? 
Ber. Did ſhe harpevpon that ſtring, I that ſhe did: Lanſwe- 
red, Icauc me all hiswealth ? why woeman, hee bath no other 


rareſ{pedch,that I made: ber almoſt burſt her belly with laug e- 


wit, if hee had, he ſhould heare on'tto his everlaſting glory and. - 


confafion : | know. (quoth 1) I am his whiteboy , and will not 


\ beguld : and with that ſhe fellintoa great ſaule,aud went away.. 


Nay I did fit her. | 

De. Ah(arah, thenlT fee there is no changing of nature, 
Well B-rgetto, I feare thou wilt be a very Ate fill, 

B:r . lhouldbe ſorry for that Vakle, i 

Do. Cone, come you home with me, ſince you are no berter 
a ſpeaker, Tie haue you wrge to heratter ſome courtly manger, 
and irclofe ſome rich Iewell in the-Letter. 

Ber, 1 marry, that will be excellent, 

 . Do. Peace nnocent, | 
Orce in my time Ple fer my wits to {choole,. Eb, 
If all faile, 'tis but th&@fortune of a foole. E: 

Bey. Poggio, twilldoe Poe gio. Excnnt, 
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Tis pitty ſhee's a Whooxe, 


A dus Secundnus, 
_ - Foter Giouanni and Annabella,us from their Chamber. 


Gsr, £ Pome Annabella,ng more Siſter now, 
£ ButLoue ; a name more Gracious, doe notbluſh, + 
{ Beauties {weere wonder) but be proud, to know 
That yeelding thou haſt conquer'd, and inflan'd. 
A heart whoſe tribute 15 thy brothers life, -_ * 
Anua. And mine 1s his, oh hoyv .theſe ſtolne.contents 
Would print a modeſt Crym{on on my cheekes, 
Had any but my hearts delight preuail'd, 
Gio, T maruaile why thechaſter of your ſex 
Should thinke this pretty toye call'd Afaiden-hend, 
So (range a loſle, when being loſt, "tis — | 
And yYOR are ſtillthe (ame. Anna, "Tis we ] for you, 
Now you can rajke. Gio, Muſickeaſwell conſiſts 
In treare, as in the playing. Ana. Oh y'are wanton, ' 
Tell on't, y*are bet, doe. 
Giv, Thou wilt chide me then, 
Kiſle me, fo ; thus hung [ove on Leda's necke, 
Andfack't diutne Ambroſia from her lips : 
I enuy not the mightieſt man aline, 
But hold my ſelfe in being King of thee, - 
More great; then were I King ofall the world - 
But I thal! lofe you Sweetheart. | 
Anza. Zut you ſhall not. Gre, You muſt be married Miftres, 
Ana, Yes,towhom? Go, Some ane mult haue you, 
Anna, You muſt. _ Guo, Nay fome other, 
Anna, Now prithee do not ſpeake fo, without ieſting 
You'le make me weepe inearneſt, | : 
Gio, What you will not, 
Bir tell me tweete, can'(t thou be dar'd to ſweare 
That thou wilt live to mee, and to no other ? 
Ana. By bath our louesT dare, for didit thou know 
My Griomann, how all fuiters feeme ® | 
Tomy eyes hatefull, thou wouldit eruſt mee then, 


I 
/ 
F 
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| 'Tis pitty ſhe's aWhoore, 
"" Gio. Enough, I take thy word ; Sweet we muſt part, 
Remember what thou yow'ſt, keepe well my heart, 
Anna, Will youbegon? Guo, I muſt. 
Anna, W hento returne? Gro, Soone. 
Anna, Looke you doe. Cur, Farewell, Exit, 
Anna, Goe where thou wilt, in mind Fle keepe thee here, 
And wherethou ait, Iknow I ſhall be there 
Guardran. | 
R Enter Putana, | 
* Put, Child, how is't child? well,thanke Heanen, hal 
Anna, O Enardian, what a Paradiſe of joy - 
Haue I paſt ouer !. FE 


P«t. Nay what a Paradiſe of ioy haue you paſt vnder? 


why new 1 commend thee (Charage) teare nothing , (fweetc- ; 


heart) what though hee be your Brother; your Brother's a 


man I hope, and 1 fay ſtill, ita yourg Wench feele the fitt vpon 


her , let her take any body, Father or Brother, all is one. 
Anya. 1 would not have it knownefor all the world. 
Put. Nor 1 indeed, for the ſpeech of the people; elle *twere 
Flerio within---Daughter Annabella, (nothing. 
Anna. © mee |my Father,--here Sir,.— reach my worke, 


Fle, within, W hatare you doeing? As. So,Jet him come now, 


Enter Florio, Richardetto, /zke a Door of Phzjicke, 
| axd Philotis with 4 Lute in her hand, 


Flo. So hard at worke, that's well ; you loſe no time*, looke, 
T hane brought you company, here's one, a learned Door, late- 
ly come from Padua , much skild in Phyſicke,and for that I fee 


you hane of late beene fackly, Fentreated this reverent man- 


to viſit you ſome time, 

Anna. Y'are very welcome Sir. 

Fichard, Ithanke you Miſtreſle, | 
Loud Fame in large report hath ſpoke your praiſe, 
Aſwell for Vertue as perfeQion : 

For which I haue beene bold to bring with mee 
A Kinſ-wceman of mine, a maide, for ſong, 
And muſicke, one perhaps Will giue content, 
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Pleaſe 


"Tis pitty fhee's a Whaere. 
Pleaſe you to know hers | 
e{nna. | hey are parts I loue, 
| And thee for them moſt welcome. 
P44, Thanke you Tady.* . - | 
F/o, Sirnow you know my houſe, pray make not ſtrange, 
Andat you finde my Daughter neede your Arrt, 
I'le be your pay-maſter, | 
Rich. Sir, whatT am ſhee ſhall command. 
_ Flo, Youſhall bind meto you, 
Daugh ter, I muſt haue conference with you, 
Abourſome matters that concernes vs both. 
- Good Maifter Doctor, pleaſe you but walke in, 
Wec'lecrauca little of your Cozens cunning : 


I thinke iny Girle hath not quite forgot = c 
Totouchan Inftrument, ſhe could haue don't, | 
Wee'le heare them both. | 

Kich, Pie waite ypon you fir, . Exvennt. 


Enter Soranzo#n hu ſtudy reading a Books, 
Lowes meaſur: ts extreame, the comfort, paine : 
The hife unreſt, and the reward diſdaine 

W hat's here ? lookt o're againe, 'tis {o, ſo writes 
This ſmooth licentions Poet in his rymes, 
But S4anazar thou lyeſt, for had thy boſome 
Felt inch oppreſlion as 1s laid ON mine,” 
Thou weould{t hane kift the rod that made the ſmarr. 
To wor ke then happy Muſe, and contradi&t 
W hat Sanazer hath in his enuy writ, 
L ones medſnre ts the meane, [weet hi auyo yes, 
_ - Flis pleaſures life, and his reward all oyes. 
Had Annabella \in*'d when Sanazar * 
Did in his briefe Exconsm celebrate 
Fence that Queene of Citties, he had left | 
Thar Verſe whichgaind him ſuch aſame of Gold, 
And for one onely looke from Annabet{. 
Had writ of her, and her duuner cheekes, 
O how my thoughts are——— : | 
: Vaſques within--Pray forbeare;m rules of Cuuility,letmegine 
aotice ont : I ſhall be tax't of my neglect of duty and ſerutce. 
; Soran, 


- OS 


G 


 *Tzspitty ſhee's aWhoaore, 
Sorar. Whatrude intruſion interrupts my peace, 


Can I be no where priuate ? 
Va/. within, Troth you wrong your modeſty. 


 Soran, What's the matter Ya/qwes, who i,'t? 


Enter Hippolita and Vaſques. 

Hep. 'Tis!: c 
Doe you know mee how ? looke periurd man on her 
W hom thou and thy diſtracted iuſthane wrong'd, 
Thy ſen{uall rage of blood hath made my youth - 
Aiſcorne to men and Angels, and ſhall? | 
Be now a foyle to thy yniated change ? eb 
Thou knowſt (falfe wanton) wheu my modeſt fame 


| Stood free from ſtaine, or icandall, all the charmes 


Of Hell or ſorcery could not preuaile 
aint the honour of my chafter boſomes 


Thyne eyes did pleade ia tearss,thy tongue 1n oathes 


Such and ſo many, that a hear: of itcele 
Wonld have beene wrought to pitty, as was mine: 
And ſhall the Conqueſt of my lawtfull bed, ; 
My husbands death yrg'd on by his diſgrace, 
My loſſe of woeman-haod be illrewarded 
With hatred and contempt ? ' No, know Soranzo, 
I have a ſpirit doth as much diſtaſlt 
The ſlauery of fearing thee, as thou 
Doſt toath the memory of what hath paſt. 

Soran, Nay deare Hippoiita. | 

HF:ip. Call me not deare, 


Nor thinke with ſupple wouds to ſmooth the groſeneſle .. 


Of my abuſes; *tis not your new Miſtrefle, 


_ Yeur goodly Madam Ierchant ſhall triumph 


On my defeRion ; tell her thus ffom mee, 
My byrth was Nobler, and by much more Free, 
S$oran, You aretoo violent. 
Hip. You aretoo double SIM 
In your diffimulatiop, ſee'ſt thou this, . _ 
This habit, theſe blacke mourning weedes of Care, 
'Lis thou arc cauſg of this, and ho diugre't 


My 


CE] 


"Tis pitty fhee's a hoore. 


- My husband from his life and mefrom him, 


2d made me W iddow in my widdow-hood. 
 Soran. Willyon yet heare? Ez 
Hip. More of the periuries ? 


Thy foule is drewn'dtoo deepely in thofe ſinnes, 


Thon need it notadd to'th number. 
$oran. Then Vicleane you, 


' You are paſt al} rnles of ſence. 


Hip. And thon of grace. | | | | 
Vaſ” Fy Miſtreſſe, you are 110t neere the limits of reaſon, if 
my Lord had a refolutionas noble as Vertue it {elfe, you rake the 
coupe to ynedgeirall. Sir Ibeſeech you doenet perplexe her, _ 
griefes (a/as) will hanea yetit, t dare vndertake Madan Hippo- 
{ita will now freely heare yor. | 
Soran,. Talke to a woman frantick, are theſe the fruits of your 
Hip, They arethe fruites of thy vntruth, falſe man, ( laue? 
Didft :honnot ſweare, whilſt yet my husbamd lin'd, 
That thou whn!dſt wiſh no happinefſe on earth 
More then to call me wife? didſt thounotvow 
When hee ſhould dye ro marry mee ? for which 
The Denill in my bleod, and thy proteſts 
Caus'd meeto Counfaile him ro yndertake 
A voyage to Ligorne, for that we heard, =" 
His Brother there was dead, and left a Daughter 
Young and vnfriended, who with'much adoe 
I wiſth't kim to bring hither ; hee didſo, 
Aud went; and as thou know'ſt dyed onthe way. 
Vnhappy man tobuy bis death fo deare” 7 
With my aduice ; yerthou for whom 'T >dit, * 
Forget | thy vowes, atd lean'ft me ro my ſhame. 
 Soran, Wheceuld helpe this ? RS 
Hip. Who * periur*d man thon conldft, **_. 
If thou hadfifaith or lone, 7G | 
Swan, You aredecemd, ©: 
The vowes I made, (if yot! remember well). 
Were wicked and vnlawfall, *twere more finns 
To keepe them, then to breake them ;'as for mee 


"Tis pitty ſhet's a Whoore. 

T cannot maske my penitence, thinke thou ” 

How much thou haft digreſt from honeſt ſhame, 

Inbringing of a gentleman todeath | 

W ho was thy husband, ſuch a one as hee, 

So noble in his quality, condition, 

Learning, behauiour, entertainment, loue, 

As Parms could not ſhew a brauer man. | 
Vaf, X ou doe not well,this was not your promiſe. 
Soras, I care not, let her know her monſtrous life. 

 EreTle be ſeruile to ſfoblacke a finne, 7 

T'le be a Curſe ; woemay, come here no-more, 

Learne to repent and dye; for by my kotiour 

I hate thee and thy laft ; you haue beenetoo foulc. 

Yaſ. This part has beene ſcuruily playd. 
Sig. How fooliſhly this beaſt centemnes his Fate, 

Axd ſhuns the vie ofthat, which T more ſcorne 


Then I once lon'd his loue ; but let him goe, She offers ro 
| My vengeance ſhall giue comfort to his woe. g£ae away, 
Yaſ. Miſtrefle, Miſtreſſe Madam Hippoliea, 
Pray a word er two. Hip, W ith mee Sr ? 


Laſ. With you 1f you pleaſe. Kip, What is't? ' 

Vaſ. 1 know you are infinitely mou'd now , and you thinke 

you haue cauſe, ſome confefle you hane, but ſure net ſo much 
2s you imagine, Hip. Indeed. 
. Vaſ, Oyon were miſerably bitter, which you followed 
even to the laſt gllable ; Faith yeu were ſamewhat too ſhrewd, 
by my life you could not haue teoke my Lord in a worſe time, 
fuce I rſt knew him : to morrow you thall finde him anew 
man. . \. Hip. Well, I ſhall waite his leafure. 

Vaſ. Fie, this 1s nota hearty patience, it comes ſowerly from 
you, troth let me perſwade you for once, 

Hip. 1 haue it agd it ſhallbe (o ; thanks opportunity 

| — pcriwade me to what an—_ 

Vaſ. V ifitt him in ſome milder temper , O if you could but 

. maſter alittle your femall ſpleen, how might you winne him / 

Hip. Hee wil never loue me: 7a/qzes,thou haſt bin a too truſty 
ſeruant to ſuch a maſter,& I belecue thy reward in the end wil fl 
D 2 out 

A 


*Tis pitty fhee's aWhoores 
out like mine. Vaſ. So perhaps too. 
Hjp. Reſolue thyſelfe it will ; had I oneſo true, ſo traely ho< 
' neſt, ſofecret tomy Counſels, as” thon ha beeneto him and 
his, I houldthinke it a flight acquitrance ,- not” onely to inake 
him Maiſter of all I haue, but euen of my ſelfe. RS)" 
Yaſ: O you are a noble Gentlewoman. . | 
Hip. Wu't thou feede alwayes vpon hepes? well, I know 
thoit art wiſe, and [ee'ſt the reward of an old (eruant dafly what 
_ 1s Fa#: Beggery and negleR. on 
Hip. True, but V/a/qw»es, wer't thou mine, and wouldft bee 
priuate to me and my defignes ; I here proteſt my ſelfe ,. and all 
what I can elſe call myne; ſhould be atthy diſpoſe, © 
Faſ. Worke you that way old moule? thea I have the wind 
of you I were not worthy of it,-by any deſert that cguld 
lye-.--within my compalle ; if! could —— | 
Hip. What then? 
Vaſ. T ſhould then hope to line in theſe my old yearcs with 
Teſt aad ſecurity. l; 1:23 
Hip, Gui me thy hand, now promiſe but thy ſilence, 
And helpe to bring to paſle a plot haue ;; 
And hereiv fight of Heagen,(that being done) * 
1 make thee Lord of mee and mine eſtate, 
Vaſ. Come you arc merry, 
* This is {uch a hap >inefle that I can 
Neither thiake or beleeue. | 
Hip. Promiſe thy ſecrefie, and*tis confirm'd. 
Va/. Then here I call our good Gery toe-witneſſes, whatſo- 


c 


. _ ener your deſignes are, or againſt whom: ocner , T will not one- 


ly be aſpeciall aFtor therein, but neuerdiſcloſe it till it be effe&ed.” 
Hep, Itake thy word, and with that, thee for mine: | HO 

"Come then, let”s more conferrs of this anen, | 
 Oathis delicious bane my thoughts ſhall banquet, | 
Keuenge ſhall ſweeren what my griefes hauetaſted, EZrevnt, 

NT Enter Richardetto and Philotis, | 

Rechar, Thou fee'ſt ( my louely Neece) theſe Fravge mil- 
How all my fortunes turne to my diſgrace, -.* -- (haps, 
W hereiy I am but as Jlooker on, 

Whules 


'Tis patty ſhee's aWhoore. 
W hiles others a& my ſhame, and I am ſilent, 
Phe. But Vnkle, wherein can this borrowed ſhape 
Giue you content ? 
Richard. Vle tell thee gentle Neece, 
Thy wanton Aunt in herlaſchious riotts 
Lines now fccure, thinkes Tam ſurely dead 
Inwy late Iourney to Ligorre for you ; 
(As Frances it to be rumord out) | 
Now would | fee with what animpadence . 
Shee giues ſcope to her looſe adultery, 
And how the Common voyce allowes hereof :; 
Thus farre I have prenail'd. 
Phi. Alas,I feare EO 
You meaneſome itrange reuenges, : 
Richard, O be not troubled, 
Your ignorance ſhall pleade for you in all, 
Bur to our buſineſſe , what, you learnt for certame 
How $:gnior Florio meanes to give his Daughter: 
In marriage to Soranze?. 
Fhi. Yes for certaine. 
Richard, But how finde you'young Annabella'sloue, 
Inclind to him ? | | 
Phi. For ought I could perceine, A 
Shee neyther fancies him or any elſe, | 
Richard, There's Myſtery in that which time muſt ſbew, 
Shee vs d you kindly, hi, Yes. 
Richard. And crau'd yourccompany ? Phz. Often.. 
Richard, *Tis well, tt goes as I could with, 
Iam the Door now, and as for you, 
None kuowes you ; if all faile not we ſhall thrine .. 
But who comes here ? Emer Grimaldi. 
IT know him, *tis Gramalds, 
A Roman and a {ouldier, neereallyed 
Vuto the Duke of Monrferraso, one 
Attending on the N#»tio of the Pope 
That now refides-in Parma, by which meanes' 
| Hehopes to get the loue of Annabe!la, | 
| : "22 Gri. 


"Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore, 
Gri. Saue you Sir. Richard. And you Sir, 
Gri. 1 haue heard So . 
Of, our approu'd skfll, which through the City 
I> freely ralkt of, and would crane your ayd. 
Kichard, For what Sir? 
G1, Marry fir for this— 
- But 1 would ſpeake in Private. | 
Richard. Leauc vs Cozen. Exit Phs. 
+ Grs, I loue faire A®aabela, and would knew 
Whether in Arts there may not be receipts 
To moue affeHon, EW 
Rickard. 51r pechaps there may; 
But theſe will nothing profit you, 
Grs. Not mee?  __ 2-6 
 R5ch,rd, Vnleſle Ihe miſteoke, you area man 
Greatly #) fauour with the Cardinal. 
Gr1i. W hat of that? 
Richard, In duty to his Grace, 
I will be þold to tell you, if you ſeeke 
To marry £/or50s daughter, you muſt fir 
Remoue a barre twixt you and her, 
Gri:. Whoſe that? | 
. Richard. Seran&0 is the man that hath her kear?, 
And while hee liues, be ſure you cannot ſpeed. 
Gri.- $oranze, What mine Enemy, 1s't hee? 
Richard, Is hee your Enemy? 
Gri, ThemanT hate, | 
Worſe theg.GC onfulion ; 
Fle tell him {treighr. | 
Richard. Nay, then take mine aduice, 
(Euen far his Graces ſakethe Cardina? ) 
Ple finde atune when hee and ſhee doe tmeete, 
Of which Vlegiue you norice, and to be ſure 
Hee ſhall n tſcape you, Vie prouidea peyſon 


Te dip your Rapiers poynt 1n, if hee had = 


As many heads as H:de had, he dyes. 
Gz4, But ſhall I truſt thee Door 


. 7 - 
Ricnard,. 


| 'Tis pitty jhee's a Whoore. 
Richard, As yeurdelfe, 
Doubt not in ought ; thus ſhailthe Fares decree, 
By me Soraxzo falls, that min'd mee. Exenrt, 
; Exter DonadCo, Bergetto and Pogo, 

Do. Well Sir, I muft bee content re bc! oth your Secretary 
and your Meſſenger my felfe ; 1 cannot teli what this Lerter may 
worke, bntas ſureas I am aliue,if thon come or Cs to talke with 
her, 1 feare thou wu't marre whatioewer 1 make. 

Ber, You'make Vokle ? why am'nor I bigge enongh to Car- 
ry mite owne Letter 1 pray ? et 

Do. 1, Icarry afoeles head o'thy owte ; why thou Dunce, 
wouldſt thou write a letter, and carry it thy feife-? | 

Ber. Yes that I wudd, and rcade it to her with my owne 
mouth, for you muſt thinke,if ſhee will not beleeue me my {elfe 
whenibe heares me ſpeake ; ſhe will not beleeue anothers hand- 
writing. O you thinke 1 am ablocke-head Ynkle, ne ir, Fog, 
giokrowesT haue indited a letter my elfe-{o | haue, 

Pog. Yes truely far, I hauc it in my pecket. 

. Do. Aſweete one no doubr, praylet's (et. 

Bey, I cannot reade my owne hand very well Poggro, 

Reade it Foego, 


Do, Begin. 
Poggro reades. 
Pog. Oft dainty ana honey-ſweete Miſtreſſe, / cord call 


Jon} crre, anc lie as faſt as any that lowes you . but 
»y Wubi being the eldrr mir, Ileaxe it to him, as more fir for 
hit age. aud te colour &/ 1s beard j; 1am wiſe enum gh to tell you 
[ can board Where l [ee afCAſion, of f you lthe my V+ kles wit bet= 
ter then mine 5 you fall marry 2334 8 rf you lthe mune bitter then 
Þrs , 1 will marry you ws [pughtof your teeth ; So commends: g 
beſt parts to you, [reft, Y ours ypwards and downewards, 
_ or you may choſe, Bergetts. 
Ber. Ah ba, here's ſtuffe Vnkle. 
Do, Here's ituffe indeed to ſhame vs all, 
Pray whoſe aduice did you mke in this learned Letter ? 
Peg. Noue vp on my word, bat mine owne. | 
: Fer, 


2” 


NY: ah erage wager try Whether eres er "ep 
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re Breet am des 


ee eat Ot ality : 


Tis pitty fhee 5 4 W hoore. | 
Fer. And mine Vnkle, beleeue it, no bodies elle ; 'twas mine 


:owne brayne, I thankea good witfor't. 


Ds. Get you hoine fir , and looke yonkeepe within doores 
till I returnes . - | 
Ber, How ? that werea ieſt indeede ; I (corne it yfaith, 
Do. What you doe not ? 
' Ber, Indge me, but I doe how. 
Pog. Indeede fir *tis very vahealthy. 
Po. Well fir, if I heare any of your apiſh running to motions, 


and fopperies till L come backe , you were as good no; looke 
roo't. h Exit Do. 


Ber. Poggio, ſhall's ſteale to ſee this Horſe with the head in's 
Pog. 1 but you muſt take heede of-whipping. (rayle? 
Zer. Doſt take me for a Child Poggio, 

Come honeſt Poggeo. F. 
Enter Fryar aud Giouanni. = | 
Fry. Peace, thou haſt told a tale, whoſe euery word 

Threatens eternal! laughter tothe ſoule : 

I'me ſorry I haue heard it 5 would mine cares 

Had beene one minutedeafe, before the houre 


Exennt; 


- That thou cam'ſt to mee: O young man caſt-away, 


By therelligious number of mine order, 

I day and night haue wak't my aged eyes, 

Aboue thy ſtrengrh, to weepe on thy behalfe : 

Rut Heanen 15 angry, and be thou reſfoln'd, 
Thou art a man remar{k*t to taſt a miſchiefe, 
Looke fort ;though it come late, it will come ſurg. 

Go. Father, inthis yon are vncharitable ; 

W hat Thaue done, le proue both fitand good, 

It is a prinCipall (which you haye tanghe 

When | was yet your Scholler that the Fame_ 
And Compoſition of the H:»de doth follow | 
The Frame and:Compoſition of Body : . 

So where-the Bodres furniture is Beaxty, 

The ATindes muſt needs be Vertue : whichallowed, 
Fertwue \t{elfe ts Reaſon but refid, 

And Zoxe the Quintelence of that, this prones 
| NE | My 


c: T1spitty ſhee's a Whoore, 
My Siſters Beauty being rarely Faire, 
Is rarely Vertzoxns ; chiefely in her loue, = 
And chiefely in that Lone, her /one to we, 
If hers to me, thenſo is mme to hey; 
Since in like-Caules are cficts alike, 

Fry. O 1gnorancein knowledge, long agoe, 
How often haue I warn'd thee this before ? 
Indeede if we were ſure there were no Detry, 
Nor Heazen nor Hell, thento be lead alone, 
By Natures light (as were Philoſophers 
Ofe!der times) mightinſtance ſome defence. 
But 'tis not ſo ; then Madman, thou wilt finde, 
That Natw/e is in Heauens pokitions blind, 

G10.” Your ageo'rerules you, had you youth like mine, 
You'd make her loue your heauen, and her diuine. 
.- Fry, Nay thenl ſee tart too farre fold to hell, 

It lies not tn the Compaſſe of my prayers 
To call thee backe ; yet let me Countell thee : 
Perſwade thy ſiſter to ſome marriage. 

G10, Marriage? why that's to.dambe her ; that's to prove 
Her greedy of variety of luſt, " 

Fyy.O fearefull! if thou wilt not,gine me leane | 
To fhriue her ; leſt ſhee ſhould dye vn-abſolu'd. 

Gs, At your beſt leafure Father, then ſhee'le tell you, - 
How dearely ſhee doth prize my Matchlefle loue, 
Then you will know what pitty 'twere we two 
Should haue beene ſundred from each others armes, 
View well her face, and in that little round, 
You may obſerue a world of variety ; 
For Celour, lips, for {weet perfumes, her breath ; 
For Iewels, eyes ; for threds of pureft gold, 
Hayre; for delicious choyce of Flowers, checkes ; 
Wonder in euery portion of that Throne - 
Heare her but ſpeake, and you will ſweare the Sphzres 
Make Muficke to the Cittizens in Heaygn - 
| = Father, what is elſe for pleaſure fram'd, - .' 

caft [ offend yeur eares ſhal] goe vn-aam'd, 


Fry 


'Tis pity ſhee's a Whoore, 
Fy.” The more hcare, I pitty thee the more, 
That one fo excellent ſhould giue thoſe parts 


Allto a ſecond Death ; what I can doe 
Is Hut to pray; and yet T'con!d aduile thee, 


*Wouldſt thou be rul'd. Ad; 


Gio, In whar? 
» Fry. Why leaue her yet; | 
The Throne of Iercy is aboue your treſpaſſe, 
Yet time is lefr you both---- | 
io, To embrace each other, | 
Elſeletalttime be {trucke quite ont of number ; 
Shee is like mee,and I like her refolu'd. 


F;y, No more,Tlevifit her; this grienes me moſt, 


Things being thus, a paire of ſoules are loſt. Exexz, 
Enter Florio, Donado, Annabella,Putana, 
Flo, Where's Gionanni ? 
e4nna., Newly walk't abroad, 
And (as 1 heard him fay ) gon to the Fryar - 
His reuerent Tutor. 
Flo, That's a bleſſed man; 
A man made vp of holineſle, I hope 
Hee'le teach him how to garhe another world. 
Des. -Faire Gentlewomay, here's a letter ſent : 
To youfrom my young Cozen, I dare ſweare 
He lones you in his ſoule, would you could heare 
Sometimes, what I ſee dayly,fighes aid teares, 
As tthis breaſt were priton to his heart, 
Flo. Receine it Annabella, 
Anna, Alas good man. 
Ds, What's that ſhe ſaid ? 


Px. Aud pleafe you fir, ſhefayd, alas good man, trucly T doe 
Commend 1m to her enery night befÞre her brſt {leepe, becauſe 
1 wouid hauc her dreame of him , and ſhee harkens to that moſt 


<> 


relligionfly. 


358 —_ : I | 
Do. Say'ſt ſo, godamercy Patana.there's ſomething for thee, 


and prythee doc what thou. canſt on his behalte ; {ha'not 


-” 


be 


"Fispitty ſhee's 4 Wheers, 
be loſt 'abour, take my werd for't, \ owes 
Pu, Yhanke you moſt heartily fir, now I hanea Feelirg of 
your mind, let mee alone to WOTke. 
Anya. Guardian | | 
Pu. Did you call? 
A 114, Keepe this letter, ; 5s | 
Do. Signior Florio, in any caſe bid her reade it inſtantly 
Flo. Keepe it for what? pray reade it mee here right. 
Anna. 1 ſhall ar, | She reaats, 
Do, How dre finde her inclin'd $;g11o7 ? 
Flo. Troth fir I know not how ; notallſo well 
As I could wilt. 
Anna, Sir I im bound to reſt your Cozens debter, 
The Iewell Vlereturne, for if he lone, | 
| Tlecount that lone a lewel]. 
Do, Marke you that ? 
Nay keepe them both ſweete Maide, 
Anna, You mult excuſe mee, 
Indeed I will not keepe it; 
Flo, Where's the Rivg, | 
That which your Mother in her will bequeath'd, 
And charg'd you 0n her bleſſing not te giue't 
 Toany but your Husband ? fend backe that. 
Anza, Ihanelt not, 
Flo, Ha | have it not, where is't? 
Anna My brother in the morning tooke it fro me, 
Said he would weare't to Day. 
Flo, Well, what doe you fay 
To young Bergerto's lone? are you content 
To match with him ? ſpeake. 
Do. There's the poynt indecd. 
414. W hat ſhall doe,T muſt fay ſomething nay, 
Flo. W hat fay, why d'ceyot ſpeake? 
Anna, Sir with your leatrſe 
Pleaſe you to giue me freedome, 6 
Flo, Yes you haue, 


Annas Sionior Donado, if your Nephew mcane 
7 E '2 Ts; 


| —*Tis pity fhee's aWhoorts 
To rayſe his better Fortunes in his match, 

The hopeof mee will hinder ſuch a hope; 

Sir if yu loue him, as I know you doe; 

Find one more worthy of h1s choyce tinea mee, 
In ſhort, me ture, I !ha'notbe his wite, : 

Do. Why here's piaine dealing, I comment thee-fgr*t, 
And all the wa: I with thee, is heauen bleile thee, 

Your Father yer and [.will ſtill be fciends, 
Shall we not S:g «tor Flor ? 

Fls, Yes, why not? | 

Looke here your Cozencomes. | 
| Exnte- Þer getto and 2089910. 

Do, Oh Coxcombe, what doth he make here? 

Ber, Where's my Vnkleſirs. 

Do. W hat's the newes now'? | | 

Her, Sane you Vakle, ſave you, you muftnot thinke IT come 

for nothing Maiſters , and how atid how js't? what you haue 
 Tead my letter”, ah, there I---- tickled you yfaith. | 
'  Pog, But*twere better you had tickled her in annther place. 

Ber. Sirrah Sweet-hea 7, Tletell thee a good jeſt, and riddle 
what*tis. | | 

eAnna, Youlay you'd tell mee, 

Be-. As I was wa'king uſt now in the Streete, I mett a 
ſwaggering fellow weculd needs take the wali of me , an be. 
cauſe hee did thruſt me, I very. valiantly cad him #apye , hee 

« -hereupon bad me drawe, I told him I kad more wit then ſo, but 
when hee ſaw that T would not, hee did fo mawle me with the 
hulrs of his Rapier,, that my head ſag whil'ttmy feere caper'd 
za'the kennel, | 

 * Do. Was ener the like aſſe ſcene ? 

Anza, And what did you all this while? 

Ber, Laugh at him for a gull, till I ſee the blood runne abent 
me cares, and then I conld not cheoſe but fiite in my 
heart to cry ; till a fellow with a broad beard; (they fay hee 

152new-come Door )cald mee. into this houſe, and gaue MEA 
playſter » bboke you here tis ; and fir there was a yourg wench 
waht my face and hands moſt excellently , yfaith 1 ſhall lone 

” | her 


'Tis pitty ſhee's aWhooye. 
her as long as I live for't, did ſhe not Poggro ? 

Fog, Yes and kift him too. | 

Ber, Whyla now, you thinkeT tell a lye Vnkle I warrant. 

Do, Would hee that beate thy blood ont of thy head , þad 
beaten ſome wit into it; For I feare thou never wilt haue any. 

Ber, Oh Vnkle, but there was a wench, would hauc done a 
mans heart good to haue lookt on her, by this light! ſhee had a 
face mee-thinks worth twenty of you Milſtrefle eLnnabells, 

Do, Was euer'{uch afoole borne ? 

Anna, Iam glad ſhee lik't you fir. | 

Ber, Arte you ſo, by my troth Ithanke you forſooth. 

Fl, Sure'twas the Doors neece, that was laſt day with 
vs here: | 

Ber, "Twas ſhee, 'twas ſhee: | 

Ds How doe you know that ſimplicity ? 

Bey, Why doe's not hee fayſo? if I ſhould have fayd no, I 
ſhould hauo giuen him the lye /»4/e, and to have delern'da dry 
beating againe ; Plenone of that. | : 

Flo, Avery modeſt welbehau'd young Maide as I haue ſecue. 

Do. Is ſhee indeed ? | 
Flo. Indeed | 
Shee is, if I haveany Tudgement. 

Do. Well fir, now you are free, you necd not care for ſend- 
ing letters, now you are diſmiſt , your Miſtreſle here w#l 
none of you. | 

Bey, No: why what careT for that, I can have Wenches c- 
nough in Parma'tor halte a Crowne a peece, cammot I Poggio ? 

Pog. Vie warrant you fir. . 

Do. Signior Florio, | thanke you for your free recourſe you 
rane for my admittance ; and to you faire Majde that Iewell I 
will giue you 'gainſt your marriage, come wyull you goe fir ?. 

Bev. T marry will 1 Miſtres, farwell Miſtres, Ile come a- 
gaine to morrow--=- farwell Miſtres. Ex Do. Ber, & Pog, 
Enter Gio, ER 

Flo. Sonne, where haue you beene ? what atone, alone, ſtiY, 
{t1]l? I would net haneit fo, you muſt forfake this cuer book- 
5 humour. Well, your Sifter hath ſhooke the Foole off, © 


E 3 G19, 


A 


_ 


'Tis pitty fhee's 4 Whoore. 
C19. *Twasno match for her, 

Flo. 'Twas not indeed I ment it nothing lefſe, 
Noranz9 is the man I onely like ; | 
Looke on him Azxabe//a, come, 'tis ſupper-time, 
And it growes late, Exit Florio. 

Gio, Whoſe 'ewell's that: 

Azxna. Some Sweet-hearts, 

Gio. Solthinke. 

Anna. Aluſty youth, SiFnzor Doxnads gaue it me 
To weare againſt my Marriage, | 

G9, Bur you ſhall not weare it, ſend it him backe againe, 

Anna, What, you are jealous ? | 

C9. That you ſhall know anon, at better leaſare : 


\Y e-come fweete night, the Euening crownes the Day, Fxexut. 


CERT. 


PRI. _ ——— O—  —— 
— = _ — VE—__ 


eA us T ertins, . 
E ter B2rgetto and Poggio, 


Ber, O'es my Vnkle thinke to make mee a Baby {till ? ne, 
| Poggio, he ſhall know, I hauea skonce now, 
Pog, Tlethim notbobbe you off like an Ape withan apple. 
Bey. Sfoor, I will hae the wench, if he weretenne Vnkles, 
in deipight of his noſe Poggo, | 
Fog. Hold him to the Grynd-ſtone, and giue nota jot of 
Shee hath in a manner promiſed you already. 
Pog. True Poggio, and her Vnkle the Dotor 
Swore I ſhonld marry her. 
Pero. He {wore I remember. 7 
Ber. And I will haue her that's more; did't ſee the codpeice- 
poynrt ſhe gaue me, and the boxof Mermalade ? | 
Pop. Very wel, and kiſt you,that my chopps watred at the 
ſight on't; there's no way but toclap ypa marriage in hugger 
mugger. : L 
' Ser. I willdo't for Itell thee Pogg:o,l begin togrow valiant 
| > Ws methinks, 


(ground, 


Qzy 


Tis pitty ſhee's aWhoore. 

methinkes, aud my courage begins to rife. 

Pog. Should.-you be afra1d of your Vnkle? 

Zey. Hang himold doating Raſcall,' no, Ifay I will haue her. 

Fog. Loſenotime then. 

Ber. Iwillbeget arace of Wiſe mey and Conſtables, that 
Nall cart whoores at their ownc Charges, and breake the Dukes 
peace crel haue done my ſelfe, ma. coine away. Excunt, 


Enter Florio, Giouanni, Soranzo, Annabella, 
Putana #4 Vaſques. 


" Flo. My Lord Soraxzo, though I muſt confeſle, 
The profters that are made me, hate beene great 
In marriage of my daughter ; yet the hope 
Of your ſtill riſing honours, have preuaild 
' Aboue all other loynceares ; here ſhee is, 
She knowes my minde, {;eake for your.ſelfe to her, 
And heare you daughter , ſee you vie him nobly, ' 
/For any priat e ſpeech, Vle giue you time : 
'Come ſonne and you, the reſt let them alone, | 
Agree as they may. | 
Soran, 1 thanke you fir, 
G10, Siſter be not all wocman, thinke on me, 
Soran, FVaſques? Va/. My Lord. 
Seray, Attend me without— Excnnt omnes, manet Soran, 
ef-»a. Sir what's your will with me? (& Anna, 
Seran, Doe you not know - what I ſhould tell you ? | 
Anna, Yes, you'le ſay you louc mee, 
Soran, And Fleiweare it too ; will you belecue it ? 
Anna. Tis not poynt of faith. | 


X Enter Giouanni aboxe, 


_ 


 Seray, Have you not will toloue? 
Anna. Not you. Soran, Whom then ? 
eAnna. Thats as the Fates inferre, 
Go, Of thoſe I'me regient now. 
S$9ray, W hart meane you ſweete? . 
Anna. Tolieand dye a Maide, < 


$2run 5 


| Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore, 
. Soren, Chthat's vnkit, : ( 
7:2, Here's one canſaythat's but a womans noate. | 
Soran, Did you but tee my heart, then would you ſwearg— 
A4xna, That you were dead. 
Gro. That's true, or fomewhat neere it. 

So: an , See youtheſe true loues teares? 

Anna. No. Go, Now ſthee winkes. 

Soran . They picad to you for grace. 

Anna. Yet rothirg ſpeake, 

Soran, Oh grant my ſhite, 

Anna, W hatis't  Soran. Tolet mee line. 

Anna. Take it PLD 

' $9: an. Still yours. ——- 

£14. That 18 not mineto giue, | 

G:o, One ſuch another word wouldkil his hopes. . 

Soran. Miftres, toleauethoſe fruitleſle ſtrifes of wit, 

T know Thane lou'd you long, andlou'd you truely ; 
Not hope of what you haue,but what you are 
Hane drawne me on, then let mee notin vaine 
Scill feele the rigour of your chaſt diſdaine. 
Yme licke, and ſicke to th'heart- 

Anna, Heipe, Aquavtite. 

Sores, WW hat meane you ? 

Anra. Why : thought you had beene ſicke. 

$cran, Poe yon mocke my loue? 

Go. There ir ſhee was too nimble. ; 

Soran. *Tis plaine ; ſhee Jaughes at me,theſe ſcornefulltannts 
neither become your modeſty, er yeares. | 

Anza. Youareno looking-glafſe, or if you were, I'de dreſſe 
my language by you. | | 

G#o, I'me confirnt'd —_ 

Anna, To put you out of doubt, iny Lord, mee-thinks your 
Common ſence ſhould make you vnderſtand, that if Tlon'd you, 
or defir'd your lone, fome way I ſhauld haue giuen you better 
taſt : but ſince youare a Noble man, aud - one I wouldnot with 
ſhould ſpend his youth in hopes, letmeeaduiſe you here, to for- 

| beare your ſuite, and thinke I with you well, I tell you this. | 
S$0ran, | 


"Tis pitty ſhee's qaWhoore, 
Soran, Is't you ſpeake this ? : 
Anna, Yes, I my lelte ; yet know 
Thus farre 1 gine you comfort, if mine eyes 
Could haue pickt out a man (among all thoſe 
That ſue'd to mee) to makea husband of, 
You ſhould haue beene that man; let this ſuffice, 
Bc noble in-your ſecreſic and wile. 
Gio, Why vow l ſee (hee lones me, 
eAnua, One word more: 
As euer VYertue Ind within your mind, 
As cuer noble courſes were your guide, 
As cuer yeu would haue me know you lou'd me, 
Let not my Father know hereof by you: 
If T hereaftcr finde that I muſt marry, 
' It ſhall be you or none. | 
Soran. T take that promiſe, 
F1na, Oh, oh my head, Fe 
$Soran, What's the matter, not well ? 
<{1na. OhT begin to ſicken. 
Geo, Heauen forbid, | 
Soran, Helpe, helpe, within there ho. 
Gio. Looke to your daughter S5gmer Florio, 


Exit from about. 


Enter Florio, Giouanni, Putana, 


. Fl. Hold her vp, ſhee ſounes, 
Geo, Siſter how d'ee? 
e£*14, Sicke, brother, are you there ? | 
Flo, Conuay her to her bed inſtantly, whiP{t I ſend fora Phi- 
ſitian, quickly Ifay. | 
Pat, Alas poore Child. E xennt, manet SOranzo, 
| Enter Vaſques, 
Vaf. My Lord. 
Soran, Oh YVaſques, now I doubly am yadone, 
Both in my preſent and my future hopes : - 
Sheeplainely told me, that ſhee could not lone, 
And thereupon ſoone fickned, and I feare 
Her life's in danger. 
| r ” Val. 


Tis pitty jhee's a Whoore . 


Vaf. Byr lady Sir, and {o is yours,if you knew all. —'las fir, 
T am forry for that, may bes 'ris but the aides fickneſſe, an o- 
uer-fluxe of youth. and then fir, there 15 no ſuch preſentremedy, 
as preſent Marriage, But hath ſhce giuen you an adſolute 
dentall ? Tn, - Ss 

S9ran. Shehath.and ſhe hath not;I'me full of griefe, 

But what ſhe ſayd, }'le teli thee as we goes Exennt, 
Enter Giouann! and Tutana. 

Pat. Oh fir, wee areall vndone,quite vndone,vtterly vndone, 
And chan!'d torcuer ; your lifter, oh your filter, | 

Gio. Whatof her ? for Heauens ſake ſpcake, how do'es (hee? 

Pat. Oh that ever I was borne to ſce this day, / 

Gro,” She is not dead, ha, 15 ſhee? 7 

Pat. Dead ? no, ſhee is quicke,'tis worſe, ſheis with childe, 
- You know what you hane done; Heauen forgue ee, 

*Tis too late to repent, now Heanen helpevs. 

Gio, With child ? how doſt thou know't ? 

Put. How doel know't? am I at theſe yeeres ignorant, what 
the meaning's of Quames, and Waterpavgs be? of changing of - 
Colours, Quezinelle of {tomacks, Pukings , and another thin 
that I could name; doe not(tor her and your Credits ake)fpend 
the time in asking how , and which way, *tis ſo ; hee is quick. 
ypon my word , it you let a Phifitian ſee her water yare 
vndone. | 

Gro, But in whatcaſc is ſhee ? | | 

Pat, Prettily amended, *rwas but a fit which I ſoone eſp1'd, 
2nd the mult looke for often kence-forward. 

Ge, Commend me to her, bid her takeno care, 

Let not the Door viſit ker I cha: ge you, | 

Make ſome excuſe, till I returne ; oh mee , 

T hane a world of buſinefle in my head, 

Doe not diicomfort her; how doe this newes perplex mee ! 
If my Father come to her, tell him ſhee's reconer'd well, 


Say *ewyas but ſome ll dyet ; d'ee heare Woemar, FT 

| Looke you to't, | | | 4 
Pt. I will fir. | E veu90, 
Enter 


Ye +. 


"Tis pitty fhee 4 Whoovre. 


Enter Floris and Richa'detto 
Fls. And how & ce finde her fir - 
Richard. Indifferent well, 
T ſee no danger, ſcarfe perceiue ſhee's {icke, 
But that hee told mee, hee had lately eaten 
Mellownes, and as ſhee thought, thoſe diſagreed 
W ith her yourg ttomacke. | 
Fls. Did you giuc her ought ? 
Richard, Ancafe (urfeit water, nothing elſe, - 
You needenot doubt her health ; I rather thinke 
Her ſickneſfle is a fulneſſe of her blood, 
You vnderftand mee? . 
Flo. TI doe ; you counſel! well, 
* And once within theſefew dayes, will ſo order't 
She ſhall be marricd, ere ſhee know the time. 
Richard. Yerlet not haſt(fir)make ynworthy cheice, 
That were d1honour, 
Fls. Majſter DoQor na, 
T will not doe ſo neither, in plaine words 
My Lord Sorento is the man 1 meane. 
Richard. A noble and a vertuous Gentleman, 
Flo. As any is in Parms; not farre hence, 
_ Dwels Father Bonaxentare, a graue Fryar, 
Once Tutor to my Sonne ;now at his Cell . 
Ile hau&em married. = 
Richard, You haue plotted wiſely. 
Flo. Vle ſend one {traight 
To ſpeake with him to night. 
Richard. Soranzs's wile , he will delay no time. 
Flo. It ſhallbe fo; | 
Enter Fryar and Giouanni, 
Fry, Good peace be here and loue, 
Flo, Welcome relligiens Fryar, you are one, 
Thar {till bring bleſſing to the place you come to. 
Gio, vir, with what fpeed T could, I did my beſt, 
To draw this holy mat! from forth his Cell, | 
To viſit my ficke fiſter, that with words 
; / ' 3 | Of 


"Tis pitty fhee's a nt n00rte 
Ofzhoſtly comfort inthis time of neede, 
3 Hee might abſolue her, whether ſhe liue or dye. 

Fl. *Twas well done'Gionanni, thou herer1 
Haſt ſhewed a Chriſtians care, 2 Brothers loue 
Cone Father, Ile conduct you to her chamber, 
And one thing wouid 1treat yous 

Fry. Say onfir. 

Flo, T haze a Fathers deare impreſſion, 
And wiſh before | fail into my graue, 
That I might ſee her married, as 'tis tit; ;- 
Alword from you Graze man, will wine her more, 
Then all our belt perſwaſions, 

Fry. Gentle Sir, 

All this Ple fay, that Heauen may proſper her. Exennt, 

E xter Grimaldi. 
'# Now ifche Door keete his word, Soraxzy, 

® to one you miſſe your Bride ; 1 know - 

*T18 an ynnoble at, and not becomes 

A Souldiers vallour; but in termes of loue, 

W here Merite cannot {way, Policy muſt. 

T am reſfolu'd, if this Phiſitian 

Play not on both hands, then S»ranzo falls, 2 
Enter Richardetto, 

Richa'd. Yon are come as I could wiſh, this very night Se-. 
r4129, tis ordain'd muſt bee athed to « Lunabel/a ; and for ought 
Tknow, married. Gri, How | 

2:5 aglgh Yet your patience, 

The place, 'tis Fryars Bonanentures Cell, 
Now I would with you to beſtow this night, 
In watching thereabouts, tis buta night, 

If you miſſe now, to morrow Ple kiow all. , 

* G»s. Haue you the poyſon? 

Richard, Here®tis in this Box, | b 
Doubt nothing, this will-doe't ; inany caſe 
As you reſpe*t your life, be qui icke and ſare, 

Gri. le ſpeede him. 

Richard, Doe ; away, for 'tis not ſafe | 
You 


P 


 "T15pitty fhee's a Whore. 

You ſhould be ſeene much here==euer my loue, 
Gri, nd mine to you, Exit Gri, 
Richard. So, if this Þitt, le laugh and hug reuenge ; 

id they that now dreame gf a weddirg- fealt, 

May chance to mourne the luſty Bridegromes ruine, 

But to my other buſineſle ; Neice Philotis. 444 


Enter Philotss., 


Pls. Vnkle. 
. Kiebard, My lonely Neece, you haue bethought ee. 
Phi, Yes, andas you counſel'd, | 

Faſhion'd my heart to loue him, buthee ſweares 
Hee will to night be married; for he feares 
His Vnkle elſe, if hee hould know the drift, 
W-1l hinder all, and call his Couzeto ſhrift, 

Richard, To night? why beſt of all ; but let mec ſee, 

Fob ha en y Cs, mn ſoit ſhalibe; in diſguiſe 
 Wee'leearely tothe Fryars, i haue thought on't. 


Enter Bergetto and Poggt 


Phi. Vnkle, hee comes. 

Richard, Welcome my worthy Coure. 

Ber, i afſe pretty Laſſe, come buſſe Laiſe,a ha P37g10, 

Phs, There's hope of this yet. ' 

Richard, You ſhall hauetime enough, withdraw a litle, 
Wee ce muſt conferre at large. 

Fer, Haue you notſweete-meartes, or dainty denuces for me ? 

Phi. You ſhall enough Swrer-heart, 

Ber, Sweer-heart, marke that Poggio ; by my troth I cannot 
chooſe bur kiſſe thee once more for that word Sweer-heart ; ; Pog- 
#i0, 1 haue a monſtrous ſwelling about my ſtomacke, whatſoeucr | 
the matter be. 

Fog. You ſhall hane Phiſick for'tfir. 

Rs«chard, Time runs apace, 

Ber. Time's a blockhead. | 

Fich, on when wee hane done what's fitt-to doe, 


Then you may Kiſle your fall, and bed her tco, » Exentite 
Fx Enter. 


"Tis pitty ſhee's aWhoore. 


Enter the Fryav in 11s ſtudy, fitting in a chayre , Annabella kyec- 
ling and whiſÞ ering 9 him,a Table before them and wax-lughts, 
ſpe weepes, and wrings her hand. 


Fry; Tamglad to &c this pennance ; for beleene me, 
Y on haue vnript a foule, ſo foule and guilty, 
_ AsI muſt rell you true, I maruaile how 
Thecarth bath borne you vp, but weepe, weepe on, 
Theteteares may doe you g2od ; weepe faſter yet, 
'W hiles I deercalea Lefture, - 
Anna, Wretched creature. | 
Fry. Cys are wretched, miſerably wretched, 
A\moſt condemn'd ahiue ; there 1s ap/ace 
(Liſt daughter) ina blacke and hollow Vault, 
Where day 1s neuer ſcene ; there ſhines no Sunne, 
 Rutflamivg horrour of conſuming Fires ; | 
_ Alightleſle Suphure,choakt with ſmoaky foggs 
Of an infected darknefſe ; in thss place 
Dwe!l many thouſand, thouſand ſundry ſorts ( 
. Of neuer dying deaths ; there datnned foules 
Roare without pitty, there are Gluttons fedd 
W ith Toades and Addars ; there is burning Qyle 
Powr'd downe the Drunkards throate , the Y ſurer 
Is forc*tts ſupp whole draughts of molten Gþld; 
Thcre 13 the'Murtherer for-cuer ſtab'd, 
Yet can he neuer dye; there lies the wanton 
On Racks of burning ſtecle, whiles in his ſoule 
Hee feeles the torment of his raging luſt, : 
Anna. Mercy, oh mercy. , 
Fry There ſtands theſe wretched things, TR 
W ho have dream'tout whole yeeres in lawlefſe ſheets - 
And ſecret inceſts, curſing one another ; 
Then you will wilh, each kifſe your brother gaue, 
Had beene a Daggers poynt ; then you ſhall heare 
Hoxv hee will cry, oh would my wicked ſiſter 
Had firſt deere damn'd, when ſhee did yeeld to luſt, 


. IS 


But 


"Tispitty ſhee's a Whooze. 


But ſoft, methinkes I ſee repentance wor ke 

New motions in yur heart, ſay? how is't with you ? 
eas there ne way left to redeeme my miſeries? 
Fry. There is, deſpaire not ; Heauen is merciful, 

And offers grace euen now ; 'tis thus agreed, 

Firft, for your Honours ſafety that you marry 

The Lord Soranzo, next, to {aue your foule, 

Leaue off this life, and kenceforth line to him: * 
Anna. Ay mee. | 
Fry. Sigh not, I know the baytes of ſinne 

Arc hard to leaue, oh'tis a death to dee'r. 

Remember what muſt come, are you content ? 

> Anna, 1 am. vs 

Fry. 1like it well, wee le take the time, 

Who's ncere vs there ? 


Extey Flerio, Gfouanni, 


Flo, Did you call Father ? 

Fry. Is Lord Soranzo come? 

Fle. Heeftayes belowe. 

Fry, Haue you acquainted him at full > 

Fle. 1 hane and hee is ouer-ioy'd. 

Fry. And ſo are wee; bid him come neere; - 

Ci0, My Sifter weeping, ha ? ] feare th Fr5ars falſhood, 
1 will call him, Exit. 

Flo. Daughter, are you reſola'd ? | 

£114, Father, I am. 


Enter Giouanni, SOrARZo, and Vaſques, 


* Flo, My Lord $oranzs, here 
Giuemee your hand, for thatI gine you this, 
. Seran, Tady, fay you ſo too? 
Amna, I'doe, and vow, to liue with you and yoors.. 
Fry. i1mely refo'n'd ; 
My bleſſing reſt on both, more to be done, 
* You may performe it on the Mornipg-fun,  Exexnt, 
| | | Enter 


'Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore, 


Enter G© rimaldi with his Raprer drawne, 
and a D arks-lanthorne, 


© G 4, *Tis early nightasyet, and yettoo ſoone 
To finiſh {uch a worke ; here I will Iye 
To liſten who comes next, Hee lies downe, 


Enter Bergerto and Philous dz/gnisd, and after 
| Richardetto a4 Pogeio, 


Ber. Weceare alnoft at the place,'I hope Sweet-hear:. 
Gri. Ihoare then neere, and heard one ſay Sweet-heart, 

"Tis hee; now gaide my hand ſome angry 1«ftsce 

Hotme to his. boſome, now haueat you lir, fir6kes Ber, Ext, 
Ber, Oh helpe, helpe, here's a ſtich fallen in mygurs, 

Oh for a Fieſh-taylor quickly === Poggro, 

_ Ft, Whatayles my loue ? | 

Be-, lam ſure | cannot piſſe forward and backward: and yet 
1 aim wet before and behind, lights, lights, ho lights. 

Phi. Alas, ſome Villaine here has (laine my loue, 

Richard, Oh Heaven forbid it ; raiſe ypthe next neighbours 
Inſtantly Poggo, and bring lights, Exu Poggio. 
How is'r Zergerro ? Yaine ? TW | 
It camotbe ; are you ſure y'are hurt? 

Ber, O my belly ſeeths like a Porridge-pot, ſome cold water 
1 ſhall boyle ouer elſe ; my whole body is ina ſweat, thar you 
may wrivg my ſhirt ; feele here—why Poggio, 


£x:er Poggio with Officers, and ligh:'s and Halberts, 

Pos. Here; alas, how doe you ? 

Richa'd. Giue mea light, what's here ? all blood !O firs, 
Siznior D onads's Nephew now t> flame, | 
Eliow. the murtherer with all the haſte 
Vo to the Citty, hec canaot- be farre hence, 

Follow I beſ{eech you. | 
© ffcers. Follow , fo.low, follow. Exenn Officers, 
| Richard, 


"Tis pitty ſhee's a Whooze. 

Richard, Teare off thy linnen Couz, to ſtop his wounds, 
Be of good comtort man, | 

Ber, Isall this mine owne b'ood? nay then good-night with. 
me,Peggeo. commend me to my Vnkle, doſt heare ? bid him for 
my ſake male mu@h of this wench, oh---I am going the wrong 
way ſurc, my belly akes fo —--oh farywell, Poggio--—0hroyen 
Oh---- : Dyes. | 

Fhs. O hee is dead. 

Pog, How !ldead! 

Richard, Hee's dead indeed, 
"Tis now to late to weepe, let's haue him home, 
And with what ſpeed we may, finde out the Murtherer, | 

Pez. Oh my Maiſter, my Maiſter, my Maiſter. Exeunt. 


Enter Vaiques axd Hippolita, 


- Hip. Betroath'd? 
Vaſe. I ſaw it. 
Hep, And when's the marriage-day ? 
Vaſ. Some two dayes hence. 

Hip. Twodayes? Why manTI would but with two houres 
To fend him to his laſt, and lafting fleepe. | 
And Yaſques thou ſhalt ſee, Ile doe it brauely, | 
._ UVaſ, Tdoenotdoubt your wiſedome, nor (I truft) you my 

T am infinitely yours, (tecrelie, 
Hep, 1 wiibethine in ſpight of my diſgrace, | | 
So ſoone ? © wicked man, I durſt be ſworne, 
Hee'd laugh to ſee mee weepe. | 
Vaſ. And that's a Villaneus fault in him. : 
Hip, No, let him Jaugh, Fmearm'd tn my reſolues, 
Be thou ſtilltrue. 
Vaſ. 1fhould getlittle by treachery againſt ſo hopefull a pre- - 
ferment, as I am like to glimbe to. | 
Hip. Euen to my boſome Va/ques, let Ify yorth 
Reuel! in tþeſe new pleaſuxes, if wee thrine, 
Hee now hath buta paire of dayes to line, Exensg. 
Exter Flerio, Donado, Richardetto , Poggio and O fficers. 
Flo, *Tis bootlefle now to ſkew your ſelfea child | 
G S 1gnzor 


0 


'Tis pitty jhee's a Whoore . 
 Sigmoy Donads, what is done, 15 done; = 
S>end not the time in teares, but ſeeke for Tuſtice, 
" Rich; x4, I muſt coafefte, fomewhar I was in fault, 
Thar bad not firſt acquainted&you w hat loue 
Paſt twixt him and my Neece, butas | lime, 
His Fortune gricucs me as it were Mine Owne, 
Do. Aha. poore Creature, he ment ho inan harme, 
That L am ſure of. 
Flo, Ibeleenc that too ; 
But ſtay my Maiſters,are you ſure you ſaw 
"Ihe Murtherer paſſe here? ; 

' Offic. And it pleaſe you fir, wee are ure weelaw a Rutizan 
with a naked weapon in his hand all bloody , get into my Lord 
Cardinals Graces gate, that wee are ure of ; burtor feare of his 
Grace (bleſſe vs) we darſt goe no further. 

Do. Kaow you what manner of man hee was ? 

O fic, Yes {ure | know the man, they ſay a 1s a ſouldier, hee 
that lon'd your daughter Sir an't pleaſe y'ee, *twas hee for cer- - 
kaine. | 

Fls. Grimaldi on my life. 

G fic. 1, 1, the lame. Ts 
Kichard, The Cardinall ts Noble, he no doubt 
Will giue true Tuſtice., 

Do. Knocke ſome one at the gate, 0” 

Pog. Fle knocke fir. Poggio knocks. 

Sernant within. W hat would*ce? 

Flo, Wee require ſpeech with the Lord C ardinall 
About ſome preſent bulineſſe, pray informe 
_ His Grace, that we are here. 


Enter Cardinall and G ;maldi. 


(ar. Why how now friends? what ſawcy mates are 
That know nor duty nor Ciuillity ? . (you 
Are wearerſan fit tobe your hoaſt ? 
Or 1s our houſe become your common Inne 
Tobeate our dores at pleaſure ? what ſuch haſte _ 
Is yours as that it cannot waite fit times ? 
| | Are 


X 


Tis pitty fhee a Whoore, 


Are you the Maiſters of this Common-wealth, 
And know no more diſcretion? oh your newes _ 
Is here before you, you haue loſt a Nephew 
Donads, laſt night by Grimaldi {laine : 


Le thar ſuthce, E 
Gr:, In preſence of your Grace, 
Inthought 1 nener ment Beygetto harme, 
But Flor40 you can tell, with how mach ſcorne 
Soranes backt with his Confederates, 
Hath often wrong'd mee ; I to be reueng'd, 
( For that I could net win him elfeto fight) 
Had thought by way of Ambuſh to haue kild him, 
But was valuckely, therein miſtooke ; 


—, Elſe hee had felt whar late Bergetro did: 


And thongh my fault to him were meerely chance, 
Yet hambly Iſnbmit me to your Grace, 
To doe with mee as you pleaſe. 
Car. Riſe vp Grimalas, 
You Cittizens of Parma, if you ſeeke 
For Iuſtice ; Know as Nt from the Pope, 
For this offence I here receiue Gr:mald; 
Into his holineſſe proteQion, 
Hee is no Common man,, but nobly borne; 


 OfPrinces blood, though you Sir Florio, 


Thought him to meane a husband for your day ghtcr 
If more you ſeckefor, you muſt goe to Rome, 
For hee:ſha!l thither ; learne more wit for ſhame, 


| Ts that yourbulineſſe ? well fir, we haue knowledge a7, 


Bury your dead---away Gr:1ma/ldi---Jeaue'em. Ex.Car.& Gri. 
Do. Is this a Church-mans voyce? dwels Initzce here ? 


Flo. Iuſtsce is fledd to Heauen and comes no neerer 
Soranzo, was't for him ? O Impudence ! 


| Had he the faceto ſpeake it, anghnot bluſh 7 


Come, come Donaao, there's no helpe in this, 

W hen C ard:nal; thinke murder's not amille, 

Great men may Coe there wills, we muſt obey, 

But Heauen will indge them _ arother day» 
2 
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Tis pitty ſhee's a Whomre, 


eA Tus Quartus, 


A Barig wet.  Hoboyes. 


Enter the Fryar, Giouanmy, Annabella, Philotis, Soranzo Do- 
.nado, Florio, Richarcetto, Putana and Vaſques. 


F y, "FHele holy rights perform'd, now take your times, 

EE, { gn ſpend the remnant of the day in Featt ; 

Such fitrepaſts are pleaſing to the Saints 

W ho are yourjguefts, though not with mortall eycs | 
To be beheld; !ong proſper 1nthis day 

You happy Couple, toeach others toy; 

$or4n., Father, your prayer 1s heard, the hand of goodaefſe 

| Hath beene a ſhcild tor me againſt my death ; 

And more to blefſe me, hath enricht mylife 

With this moſt precieus Tewell ; ſucha prize 

As Earth hath nct another like to this. 

Cheere vp my Loue, and Gentlemen, my Friends, 
Reioyce with mee in mirth, this day wee'le crowne 
W ith Juſty Cups to Anrabeis's health, : 

G9. Oh Torture, were the marriage yet rndone, eLjge: 
Ere I'de endure this fight, to ſee my Loue 70 
Cliprby another, 1 would dare Chnfufion, 

And ſtand the horrour of ten thouſand deaths, 

Vaf Are you not well Sir? . 

Gu, Pretheefe low wavte, 
I neede not thy othctous diligence. 

Flo, Signisr Donado, tome you muſt forger 

Your late miſhaps , and drownew'ur cares H 1yine. 
So an. F aſques? 2 
FVaſ. My Lord. | | 
 Soran. Reach me that weighty boyyle, 

Here brother G10z4n, kere's to you, 


Your 


'T1s pitty fhee's a Whoore, : 
Your tyrne comes yext, though now a Batchelour, 
Here's to your fiiters happineſſe and mine, 
59, I cannot drinke, 
ran. What? : 
. Goo, *Twill indeede offend me ' 
4n»xa, Pray, doe not vrge him if hee benot willing. 
Flo. How now,what noyle is this? _ 
Yaſ. O fir, I had forgot to tell you ; certaine youg Maidens 
of Parma in honour to Madam eLx»abel/a's marriage, haue {ent 
' their Joues to her ina Maſque, for which they humbly craue 
your patience and ſilence. | : 
Soran. Weeare much bound to them , ſo muck the more as 
it comes vnexpetted ; guide them in, 


Hoboyes. 
Exter Hippolita and Ladies in white Roabes with 
Garland: of Willowes. 
Lnſiche and 4 Dannce.' D ance, 


Seray. Thanks louely Virgins, now might wee but know 
Fo whom wee haue beene beho]ding for this loue, 
Wee ſhall acknowledge it. | 

Hip. Yes, you ſhall know, 
W hat thinke you now ? 

O mnes Hippolita ; 

Flip. "Tis thee, | 
Bee not amaz'd ; nor bluſh young lonely Bride, 
I come not to defraud you of yeur man, 

'Tis now notime to reckon vp the ralke 

W hat Parma long hath rumour'd ef vs both, 

Let 1aſh report run on ;the b1 eath that vents it 

W ill ( like a bubble ) breake itſelfe at laſt. 
 Butnow to you Sweet Creatare, lend's your hand, 
Perhaps it hath beene faid, that I would claime 
Some intereſt iti £57 a1%0, now! your Lord, 

W tat I haue right to dot, his ſonle knowes beſt: 
Bur in my duty to your Noble worth, 

Sweete affnrabella, and my care of you, 


G 3 Here 


'Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore. 


Here take Sorarw, take this hand from me, 

Ple orce more ioyne, what by the holy Church | 

Is finiſh't 41d allow'd ; haue I done well? 

Ssrax. You hane too much ingag'd ys. 

Hip, One thing more » 

That you may know my ſingle charity," 

Freely I hereremit all intereft | 

terccould clayme ;and giue you backe your yowes, 

And to confirm'r, reach me a Cup of wine 

My Lord Soranzo, in this draught Idrinke, ©; 

Long reſt t'ce looke to it Vs/ques. | 
Vaſ. Feare nething — He gies her a poy/ond Cup, 
S:ran, Hippolita; 1th anke you,and will pledge ( She drinks. 

This happy Vnion as another life, © - ) | 

VW ine therc. A 
Fa/. You ſhall hane none, neither ſhallFou pledge her. 

Hp, How ! _ 

Vaf. Know now Miſtreſle ſhee deuill, your owne miſchicuous 
Hach kild yon, I muſt not marry you. - (treachery 

Hip, Villaine. * | 

Omacs. WW hat's the matter ? 

Va/. Fooliſh woeman, thou art now likea Fire-brand, that 
hath kindled others and burnt thy ſelfe ; Troppo fperar wiganne, 
thy vaine hope hath deceiued thee, thou art bur dead , zf thou 
haſt any grace, pray, (3s 

Hip. Monſter. \ 

Fa. Dye in charity for ſhame, 

This thing of malice, this woman had priuately corrupced mee 

with promiſe of malice, vnder this politique reconciliation to 

to poyſon my Lord, whiles ſhee might langhat his Confuſion 
oh his marriage-day ; I promis'd her faire, but I knew what my 
_ reward ſhould haue beene, and would willingly haue ſpar'd her 
lite, but that I was acquainted with thedanger of her.diſpoſiti- 
on, a1 now haue fitted her a juſt payment in her owne coyne, 
there thee is, thee hath yet ——=-—— and end thy dayes in 
peace vild woman, 2s for life there's no hope, thinke notor'r, 
Omntis, Wonderfull TInitice ! | 


- 


Richard, 


"Tispitty ſhee's a Whoore, 
Richard, Heauen thou art righteous. 
Hip. O'tis true, be 
I fecle my minute comining, had that ſlaue 
Kept promile, (o my torment) thou this houre 
Had'ſt dyed Sorenze---heate aboue hell hire 
Yetcrc I paſſe away=-—-C1uell, ctuell flames--- 
Take here my curſe amorgſt you; maythy bed 
Of marriage bo a racke vuto thy heart, 
Burne b!ood and boyle in Vengear.ce---- 0 my heart, 
My Flame's intoletable-----maiſ{t thou line 
To father Baſtards, may her wombe brirg forth 
Monſters, and dye together in your {innes | 
Hated, ſcorn'd and vnpittcd—- oh---oh--- Dyes, 
Flo, Was e'reſovilda Creature? 
Richard, Here's the end 
Of luft and pride. Anna, Tt iga teareful] ſight, 
Seran, Vaſques,l know thee now a truſty ſernant, 
And neuer will forget thee---- come Ay Lowe, 
Wee'le home, and thanke the Heauens oe this eſcape, 
Father and Friends,wee muſt breake vp this mirth, 
| Ttistoo fad a Feaft. | 
Do, Beare bence the body. 
_ Fry, Here's an ominous change, , 
Marke this my Gienan,and take heed, 
I feare theenent; that marriage ſeldome's good, 
W t ere the bride-barquer fo begins inbloog. * Exexs?. 
Exter Richardetto asd Philotis. 
Richard, My wreiched wife more wretched in her ſhame 
Then in her wrongs to me, hath paid too foone 
The forfeit of her modeſty and life. 
Ard I am ſure (my Necce)though vengeance houer, 
Keeping aloote yet from Scyaxzo's fall, 
Yer hee will fall, and ſinke with his owne weight. 
I nced not (now my heart periwades me fo) 
To further his confuſion; there is one 
Aboue begins to worke, for as I heare, 
Debate's already twixrt kis wife and him, 


Thict en 


"Tis pitty ſhee's aWhoeres 
Thick en and rn" to head; thee (as 'tis ſayd) 
S'cighrens his loue, and he abandons hers 
Muc 1 talke I heare,ſince things goe thus(my Necce)- 
{1 tender louc and pitty of your youth, 
My coanſell is , that you ſhould free your yeeres . 
From hazard of thefeWoes; by fiying hence : 
To fiire Crem91, there to vow your foule 
In holinetle a holy Votareſle, FA. 

. Leave me toſee the end of thele extreames 
A'l humane world'y courſes are vneuen, 

No life is bleſſed but the way to Heauen. 
Phi. Vnkle: ſhall Ireſolneto be a Nun ? 

*. Richard, Lgent!e Neece, and in your hourely prayers 
Remember me your zoore ,vahappy Vikle ; | : 
Hie to Cremona now, as Fortune leades, « » 
Your home; your cloyſter, your beſt Friends, your beades, 
Your chaſt ani fingle life ſhall crowne your Birth, 

W ho dygs a Virgine, linea Saintonearth. 
Phi, [Then farwell world, and worldly thoughts adciu, 
Welceme chaſt vowes, my ſelfe I yeeld to you. Exeunt, 


— | 
Exter Soranzo vubrac't, and Annabella &ragg'd in,” 


* 


Of blood that runs 10 thy adulterous veynes 
 Alife, this Sword, (doſt fee't ) hould none blowe 
Confound them all, Harlot, rare, notable Harlor, . 
That with thy brazen face maintainſt thy ſinne 

Was there no man 11//Parma to bebawd * 

To your loalſe cunnmg whoredomeelfe bat T ? 

Muſt your hot ytch aad plurifie of luſt, 

The heyday of your luxury be fedd _- 

Vptoa ſ{urfejte, and could none but T KR 

Be pic|:rout to be claaketoyour cloſe tricks, 

Yoar veily-ſports ? Now T mu% be the DaJ 

To all that gallymaufrey.that's ſtaft 

In thy Corrupted baltard-beariag wombe, . 


$or41, Come ſtrumper, famous wheore,were cuerydrop 


Say, 


Tis pitty fhee's-aWhoore. 
, *  Shey, muſt I? 
- ena, Beaſtly man, why tis thy! fats : 
T ſuednot to thee, for,but that I thought: 
Your Crer-loning Lordſrip would hauerunne 
Madd on denyall, had yee lent me time, 
1 would hane told 'ee in what caſe I was, - 
But yon wou'd needes be doing. 
$0 ay, W hore of whores ! 
Dar'ſt thou tel' mce this ? . 
Anna. O yes, why not ? 
You were deceiu'd in mee ; 'twas not for loue 
I chofe you, but for honour ; yet know this, 
W ou'd you be patient yet,and hide your ſhame, 
Pde ſee.whether I could lone you. 
Soray, Excellent Queane ! 
W hy art thos net with Child ? 
e4nna, W hat needs all this, 
W hen'tis ſuperfluous? I confeſle I am, 
Soran Tell mee by whome. 
ELn14. Soft fir, twas not in my bargaine, 
Yet ſomewhat fir to ſtay your loiging ſtomacke 
I'me content t'acquaint you with ; The man, 
The more then 47a that got this ſprightly Boy, 
(For 'tis a Boy that for glory fir, | 
Your heyre ſhalbe a Sonne, ) 
Soran. Damnable Monſter, : 
Anna, Nay and yot will not heare, le ſpeake no more. 
Soran, Yes ſpeake, and fpeake thy laſt, | 
Anna, A match, a match; 
This Neble Creature was in euery part 
So angell-like, fe glorious,that a woeman, 
V ho had not beene but human as was I, | 
Would haue kneel'd to him, and hauc beg'd for loue. 
You,why you are not worthy once to name M 
His name without true worſhip,or indeede, 
Vnleſle you kneel'd, to heare another name him. 
Soran, W hat was hee cad? 
H At48, 


6 'Tis pitty jhet's «Whoore. 


Auna, Wee are not come to thar, 
Let ir ſuffice, that you ſhall hane rhe glory, 
To Father what lo Branue a Father pot, 
In briefe, had not this chance, falne out as 't doth, 
Theuer had beene troubled with a tnought 
T hat you had beenc 4 Treaturs ; but for marriage, 
T1 icarce dreame yetot that, . 
Sorax, Tell me his name. 
M#114, Alas, alas, tacre's all 
Will you belecue ? | 
Soran, What? 
eAuna, Y au ſhall neuer kyow, © Sorau, How | 
£4*xA, Neuer, | h 
If you doe, let mes be curſt. 
| Seay, Not know it,Strumpet, Vie ripp vp thy heart, 
And finde it there. oh | | 
e7na. Doe, doe, 
Soran. And with my teeth, 
Tears the prodigious leacher joynt by 1oynt, 
Anza, Ha, ha, ha, the man's merry. 
Soras. Do'ſt thou laugh ? 
Come Whore, tell. mee your louer, er by Truth 
' Fle hew thy fleſh to ſhreds; who ig't 
Anna, Che morte plats dolce che morire per amore, 


Soran, Thus will I pull thy hayre, and thus T'le drag 
Thy luſt be-leapred bodly through tne duft, 
Yet tell his name. | | 
Anna. Iorendom gratia Les morirere ſenza dolore, 


Soran, Doft thou Triumph?the Treaſure of the Earth 
Shall not redeeme thee, were there kneeling Kings, 
Dd begge thy life, or Angells did come fowne 
To plead 1 teares, yet ſhould not all prenayle 
Againlt my rage ; do'ſt thou not tremble yer ? 

Arna. At what? ts dye; No,be a Gallant hang-wan 
© F garethee to the worſt, ſtrike, and ſtrike home, 
Heave renervge bchind,and thou ſhalt feel. | 


[ia3s. 
SS 


Soran, 


'T:s pitty ſhee's Whoore, 


Soray, Yet tell meecre thou dyeſt, and tell mee truely, 
Knowes thy old Father this? Anza. No by my life, 

Soran, Wilt thou confeſle, and I will fpare thy life? 

Anna, My lite? 1 will not buy my |'fc {lo deare, 

Soran, I will not flacke my Ve:geance, 

Enter Vaſques, 

FVaſ: W hat Hee meane Sir ? 

Soran, Forbcare Va/ques, fucha damned Whore 
Deſerucs no pirty. 

Vaf._ Now the gods forefend ! 

And wud you be her executioner,and kill her in your rage too * 
O 'rwere moſt vn-maniike ; ſhee is your wife, what faults hath 
beene done by herbefore ſhe married you, were nor xgainſt you; 
alas Poore Lady, what hath ſhee commutted, which any Lady 
in /taty inthelike caſe would not ? Sir, you muſt be ra'ed by 
your reafon , and not by your fury , that were ynhumane and 
beaſtly. _ | 

Sor ax. Shee ſhall not live. | 

Vaſ. Come ſheemuſt ; you wou'd haue her confefle the An- 
thors of her preſent misfortuues | warrznt'ee, 'tis an vncon{cio- 
nable demand, and ſhee ſhouid loo'ic the eſtimation that I ( for 
. my part) hold of her worth, if ſhee had done it; why fir. you 
oughtnot of all men liuing to know it : good fir bee reconciled, 
alas good gentlewoman. : 

Anna. Piſh, doe not beg for mee, I prize my life 
As nothing ; if The man will needs bee madd, 

Why lethim take it. | | 

Soran.' V. aſques, hear'ft thou this ? 

Vaf# Yes, and commend her for it ; in this ſhee ſhews the nc-« 
bleneffe of a gallant fpirit, and beſhrew my heart; but itbecomes 
ker rarely-——-------- Sir,in any caſe {mother your revenge; leaue 
the ſenting out your wrongs to mee, bee, rul'd As you reſpet 
yeur honour,or you marr all---- Sir, if euer wy ſeruice were of 
any Gredit with you, be not {o violent in your diftra4ions : yeu 
are married now ; what a tryamph might the report of this gine” 
to other negleRed Sutors , *tis as maniike to beare extremities, 
as godlike toforgiue. Cp Fe : 
H 2 | Oran, 


'Tis pitty ſhee's aWheore, 


' Soran. OP aſques, Vaſques, inthis peece of fleſh, 
This faithleſſe face of hers, had I layd vp 

The treaſure of my heart ; hadſtthou beene vertuaus 
(Faire wicked woeman) not the matchleſlegoyes 

Of Life it ſelfe had made mee wiſh to liue | 

W ith any Saint but thee ; Decerrfull Creature, 

How haſt thou mock't my hoyes. and in the ihame 
Of thy lewd wombe, euen buried mee aliue ? 

I] did too dearely lous thee. 

Vaſ. lhis is well; 
' Follow this temper with ſome paſſion, Alde, 

Bee briefe and moning,'tis for the purpoſe. 

Soran. Beawitneſle to my words thy ſoule and thoughts, 

And tell mee did{t nut thinke that in niy hearr, | 

1 did too {uperſtitionſly adore thee. | 

Anna. I maſt confefle,l know you loud mee well. 
Sora», And wouldſt thou vie mee thus? O Annabells, 
Bee whus aflur'd,whatſoe're the Villaine was, 
Thar-thus hath tempred thee to 7 hz7 diſgrace, 
Well hee might luſt, butneuer lou'dlike mee : 
Hee doated on the picture that hung out | 
Vpan thy cheekes, to pleale his humourous eye ; 
Not on the part'Tlow'd, which was thy heart, 
a And as I thought, thy Vertues, 
e4n1a, O my Lord ! 
Theſe words wound &eeper then your SiFord could do. 

_ Vaſe Let mce not cur take comfort, bat I begin to weepe my 
ſeite, to much I pittyim;why Madayd knew when his rage 
was oner-paſt, whatijt would comexs. | | 

Soran Forgine mee Annabella, though thy youth | 
Hath teinpted thee aboue thy ſtrength to folly, 
Yet will not I forget what I ſhould bee, 
And what | am, aghusbagd ; in that name * 
Is hid Peainity ;if I doe finde 
Thatthon wilt yer be true, here T remit 
* all former faults, and rake thee to my boſome. 
Veoſ. By my troth, and that's a poynt of noble charity, 


Aung: 


 Tispitty ſhee's aWheore, 
A ina. Sir en my knees — 
Soran, Riſe vp, you ſhall not kneele, 
Get yon to your chaimber,ſce you make no ſhew 
Of alteration, I le be with you ſ{treight ; | 


My reaſon tells mee now, that 7s as commer ; 
Toerre tn frailty as tobee a woeman, 
Goe to your chamber, Exit Anna. 


Uas/: So, this was ſomewhat to the matter; what doe you 
thinke of your heauen of happinefſe now far ? 

Soran, I carry hell about mee, all my blood 
Ts fir d in ſwift revenge. 

Va/. That may bee, but know you how,or on whom ? alas, 
to marry a great woeman, being made greatin the ſtocke to your 
hand, 1s a vſuall fportin theſe dayes ; but to know what Secrer 
it was that hannted your (#»y-berry, there's the cunning. 

Soran, Ile make her tel] her ielfe, or--.- 

Vaſ. Or what ? you muſt not doeſo,let me yet perſwade your 
ſufferance a little while, goe to her, vic her mildly, winne her if 
_ it be poſſible to a Voluntary, to a weeping tune; for the reſt, if 
all hitt, I willnot mifſe my marke ; pray fir goc1n,the next news 
I tell you ſhall be wonders. | : 

'  - $oran, Delay in vengeance gines a heauyer blow. Exit, 

Vaſ, Ah firrah, here's worke for the nonce ; 1 had a ſufpici- 
onof a bad matter in my head a pretty whiles agoc; bur after 47 
2 adams (curuy lookes here at home, her waſpiſh peruerſheſle, 
ard lond fault-finding, then I remembred the Prouerbe, that 
where Hens crowe, and Cocks hold their peace , there are ſorry 
houſes ; $toot, ifthe lower parts of a Shee-taylers ( nnning, can 
' couer {uch aſwelling in the temacke , Vle neuer blame a falſe 
{tich in a ſhoe whiles I line againe ; vp and vp ſo quicke ? and fo 
quickly too? *twerea fine policy to learne by whom this muſt 
be knowne : and T have thought on't-------- here's the way or 
none---.- what crying old Mi refſe ! Yas, alas, 1 cammot blame 
*ce.vee have a Ford, Heaven helpevs, 1s fo madde as the devil 
himſclfe,theniore ſhame for him, | 

Enter Pautana. 


Pat, O Yajques, that euer I was borne to {cethis day, 
H 3 | Doth 
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"Tis pitty, ſhee's a Whooze. 


DN th hee vſe thee ſortos, ſometimes PFa/qmues * 4 

Caf, Mee? w hy | ice males a dogge ef mee; but if fome were 
of my minde, Lknow what wee would doe ; as-{ureasT am an 
honeſt man, hee will gc neere to kill my Lady with vnkindneſle; 
ay heebe with-child, 1s that ſuch a matter for a young woema! i 
of ber yeeres,to be blam'd for ? 

Put. _ s good heart, it is againſt her will full fore. 

af. 1 durit be fworne,all his madneſſe is, for that ſhee will 
not $34 whoſe *tis, which hee will knovy, and when he doth 
know it, Lam! o well acquainted with his humour , that hee 
will forget all ſtreight ; well I could wifh ;ſheowould! in plaine 
ter me :tell a Il, for that's the way indeed, 

1 Pat. Doe you thinke fo? 

Fo, I know't ; pronided that hes did not wirne her tet 

by 8? hee was on ce ina mind, that you could tell, and ment 

to hane winng it outof you, but I ſomewhat pacified him for 
that; yet ſure you know a greazdeale. 

Put. Heauen forgiue vs all, I know a little Fa/qwes. 

Fa/. W hy ſhould you not? who elſe ſhould ? ypon my Con- 
ſcience ſhee lones you dearely, and yon would nor verray her to 
any afHictHon for the world. 

Put.” Not forall the world by my Faith and troth 7 aſywes; ; 

V'2/. *Twere pitty of your life if you ſhould, but 77 rh5s you 
ſhould both releiue her - reſentdiſcomforts,pacifie my Lord,and 
ge your {elfc everlating loue and preferment, 

Par. Do'ſt thinke ſo Fe. ts ? 

Val. Nay | know't ; {ure *twas ſome neere andentire Friend. 

Pat, *T was a deare friend indeed ; but----- 

V af. But what ? feare not to rame him ; my life berwcene you 
and danger ; faith I thinke*twasno baſe Fellow. 

Put. *Thou wilt ftand betweene mee and harme.? 
V a. V's pitty,v hat elfe; you ſhalbe rewarded roo;truſt me, 
Put. "Twas evenno worfethen her owne brother. 
V 27. Her brother Gionuann I warrant ee? 
Par. Euen hee V a/qnes ; as brauea Gentieman as ener ki} 
fire Lady ; O chev lone moR perpetually, 
Vo. A braue Gentleman mdeed , why therein I Commend 
her 


'Tiepitty jhce's a Whoore. 


her choyce=u--better and better--=--you are {ure *twas hee? 

Par. Sure; and you (hall ſee heerwill notbe long from her 
90, | al | 
Va/., He weretoblameit he womd : but may T be!lcene thec? 

Put, Belecue mee | why do'ſt thinke I am a Turke or a Iew? 
ne Va/qzes,l have knowne their dealings too long to belye them 
GW. | 

Va/. Whereare you? there within firs ? 

Enter Dandetti, 

Put, How now, what are theſe ? 

Va/. You ſhall knew preſeutly, x | 
Come firs, take mee This 81d Danmable harge, | 
Gag her inſtantiy,and put our her eyes, quickly, quickly. 

Put. Vajques, Vaſques, 

Vaſ. Gag her 1 tay * sfoot d'ee ſuffer her to grate? what dFce 
fumble about ? let mee come to her , Ile helpe your old gums, 
yeu Toad-bellicd bicch ; firs, carry her cloſely intorhe Coale- 
houſe, and put outher eyes inſtantly , if ſhee roares, ſlitt her 
neſe; d'ec heare, bee ſpcedy and fre, Why this is excellent and 
aboue expectation. : E xi! with Putana, 
Her owne brether ? O horrible ! to what a height of liberty in 
damnation hath the Deuill trayn*d our age, her Brother, wel! ; 
there's yet buta beginning, I muſt to my Lord, and tutor 1m 
better in his points of vengeance ; now I fee how a ſmoork tale 
goes beyond a {mooth tayle, but ſoft,--- 

w hat thing comes next ? | Enter Gtonam!, 
G44» \as 1 wou'd wiſh; my beleefe is ftrengthnet, 
"T1 as firme as W inter and Summer. | 

G.,o' Where's my viſter ? 

Fa/. Troubled with a new ficknes my Lord. ſhe's ſomw hat 17, . 

Gio. Toole roo much of the fleſh I beleeue. 

Va. Troth fir and you Ithinke hane ene hitt it, 


Bur A1y verruons Lady. pl! 


bl 


4 W herc's thee e 
Va/, inher ponds you viſit her;ſhe is alone,your li- 


berality hath doubly made me your ſeruant,and ever hal cuer--- Exit © 10. 


and ranza 
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S1r,1 am madea man, I have plyed my Cue with cunni''g Enter S04 f 
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How hae you deltwith my Lady ? 


"Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore, 


and facceſle, 1 befecch you let's be priuate, 


$9ran, My Ladyes brother's come, now Heele know all. 
Faſ. Lethim know't, I have made ſome of them faſt enough, 
$97.44. Gently, a3 thou haſt counſaild ; O my ſoule 
Runs circular in ſorrow for renenge, | 
bat Va/quzes, thou iſha't know---- 
Vaſ. Nay, I will know no more ; for now comes your turne 


 tokiow ; i would not talke fo openly with you : Let my young 


Mailter take time enough , and goe at pleaſure ; hee ts {old to 
death, 21d the Deill ſhall net ranſome him, Sir'I befeech you, 


your prinacy. _ 


Soran, No Conqueſt can gayne glory of ty feare. Exit, 
—— | — 


Px;ter Annabella above. 


Anna. icaſures farwell, and all yee thriftleſſe minutes, + 
P W herein Falſe toyes have ſpun a weary life, 

To theſe my Fortunes now I take my leaue, 4. 

Thou Precious T 1me, that (wiftly rid'ſt in poaft. 

Ouer the world,to finith vp the race | 


Of my laſt fate ; here ſtiy thy reſtleſle courſe, 


And beare to Ages that are yet vnborne, 

A wretched wocfull woemans Tragedy, 

My Con'Cience now ſtands vp againſt my Juſt 

With difpolitions chare&rcd in guilt, Enter Fryar. 

And tells mee Lam loft : Now I confefle, | 

Beauty that cloathes the out-ſide of the face, 

Is caſed if it he not eloath'd with grace: 

Here like a Turtle (mew'd vpina Cage) 

Vn-mared,I comerle with Ayre and walls, 

And deſcant on my vild vnhappineſſe. 

O 6Gionann, that haſt had the ſpoyle | 
2x Of. 


Cl 
Tis pitty fhee's a Whore. 
Cf thine owne yertues and my modeſt fame, 
W ou'd thou hadft beene leffe fubiect to thoſe Stats 
That Juckelefſe raign'd at my Natiuity : _. 
. O would the ſcourge due to my blacke offerice 
{ight palle from thee, that 7 a/oe might fee; 
The torment of an vncontrgfiled flame. | 
F; y. What's this I heare? 
* 4 113;4. That man, that Z/ clea F ryar, 
Y\ to ioynd in Ceremoniall knot my hand 
To him whoſe wife L now am ; told mee ofr, 
T troad the path to death,and hewed mee how. 
But they who fleepe tm Lethargies of Luft 
gg: their confuſion, making Heauen wnin(?, 
ArndſogidTl,.. 
Frz, Here's Muſicke to the ſoule,. _ 
Anza, Forgine mee my G924 Ges 1165, 20d this once 
Be helpfull to my ends ; Let ſome good tat 
Paſle this way, to wheſe truſt I may commit 
This paper double lin'd with tcaresand hlood : 
W hich being granted; here 1 ſadiy vow 
Repentance, and a leauirg of that lite 
L leng haue dyed in, | | 
Fry, Lady,Heauen hath heard you, 
And hath by prouidence ordaia'd,:l:at 1 
ſhould be his Miniſter for your bckoofe. 
Anna. Ha,what are you ? 
Fry, Your brethers friend the Fryar ; 
G!ad in my ſoule that hane liu'd to heare 
This free confeſſion twixt your peace and.you, | 
VW hat would you or te whom ? teare not ro ſpeake- 
Anza, 1s Heauen ſo bountifull ? then T hane tou:d 
More fauour then I hop'd ; here Ho/y may—— T7 hrowes alettey, 
Commend mee to my Brother.giuc hum that, 
 ThatLetter ; bid himread it and repent, 
tl! him thatT (impriſon'd in my chamber, 
Bard of all company, enen of Ay Guardian, 
Who gines me cauſe of much ſuſpeRt Fane time 
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'Tis pitty fhee's 4 Whore. 

To bluſh at what hath paſt : bidd him be wile, 
And not belecue the Friendſhip of my Lord, 3 
I feare: much more then I can ſpeake: Good father, 
The place is dangerous,aad {pyes arebulie, | 
I muſt breake off yourle doe't? 

Fry. BefureT will; _ 
And fly with ſpecde =— my bleſſing ener reſt 


W ith thee my daughter, live to dye more bleſſed. , Exit Fry, 
Annas Thanks to the heanens, who haue prolong'd my breath 
To this goad vſe : Now I can yelcome Death, Exit, 


Enter Soranzoand Valſques. 
Vaſ. Am I to bebeleeu'd now? | 


"mn. 


Firſt, marry a ſtrumper-rhar caſt her ſelfe away ypon you but to 


Jaugh at your hornes? to feaſt 6nyour difgrace,riott in your Vex- 


ations, cuckold you in your bride-bed, waſte your eſtate vpon 
Panders and Bawds 
Soran, No more,l fay no more. 
VWaſ. 7 (uckoldis a roodly tame beaſt my Lord, 
Soran, lam refoluwd; vrge notanother word, 
My thoughts are great,and all as refolute 
As thander; in meane time ['le cauſe our Lady 
To decke her ieife in all her bridall Robes, 
Kifle her, and fold her gently in my armes, 


Begone; yet heare you, are the B«rdeirs ready 
To waite in Ambuſh ? 


Faſ, Coed Sir,t:ouble not your lelfe about ether buſines,then 
your owne refoJution;xemember that time loſt cannot berecal'd, 
Soran, Withall the cunning words thou canſt,inuite 


The States of Parma to my Birth-dayes feaſt, . 


Haſteto my Brother rinall and his Father, 
Entreate them gently,bidd them not to fayle, 


\ Bee ſpeedy and returne, 


Vaſ. Let not your pitty betray you, till my co mming backe, 
Thinke v pot »ce/t and Cackoldry. | 
_ $S9ras, Revenge is all the AmbitionT aſpire, 
To that Ile clime or fall; my blood's on fire. Exeunt, 


Egger 


"Tis prtty fhee's a Whoore, 


Exter Giouannt. 


Gio. Buſie opinion 18 an idle Foole, 

Thar as a Schoote-rod keepes a child in awe, 

Frights the vacxperienc't temper Gf the mind : 

So did it mce;whho erc Ay precious S1fter 

VV as mari ied, thought ail taſt of loue would cye 

In ſuch 2a Contract; but I fide no charge 

Of p!caſurc in this formal] law of ſports. 

Shce 15 {ti!] one to mee, and enery kifle 

As fyycet, and as delicious as the firſt 

-I reap't ; when yet the priuiledge of youth 

Intitled her « /i-gine :O the glory 

Ot two vnited hcarts like hers and mine ! 

Let Poaring booke-men dreame of other worlds, 

My world,and all of happineſle is here, 

And I'de not changeittor the beſt to come, BS EE > 

Al life of pleaſwre 15 Elyzeum, Enter Fry 

Father, you enter on the b/c 

Of may retyr'd delights; New I can tell you, 

The hell you oft kane prompted,is nought elſc 

But ſlauiſh and fond ſuperftitious feare ; 

And I could proue it tog9-— 

Fy7.. Thy blindnefle flayes thee, 

Looke there, *tis writt to thee. Cines the 
Gio, From whom ?' 6: Leftt'; © 
Fry. Vnrip the ſeales and ſce : 

The blocd's yetſeething hot,that will anon 

Be frozen harder then congeal'd Corrall. 

W hy d'ce change colour fonne ? 

50, Fore Heauen you make . 

Some petty Deuillfater*twixt my loue 

And yeur relligion-masked ſorceries. 

W here had you this ? | 
Fry. Thy Conſcience youth is fear'd, 

Elſc thou wouldfſt Roope to warning. 

G10, *Tis her hand, 
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Tis pitty ſhee's a Wheore, 


I know't ; and *tis all written 11 her blood, 
She writes 1 know not what; Death? Ple not feare 
An armed thunder-boalt aym'd at my heart, t 
Shee writes Wee are aif Cueret __ ary 
Oflowe faint-heorted Cowarcite ; diucourred ? 
The Denill wee 2re : which way 18 y fible , : 
Are wee growne' 1 Frfroms T0 007 owe {telghts #7 
Confuitn take fuch dotare, ftrs bur ford, 
This is your peeuiſh clartering weake 61d man, 
Now fir, what newes bring you ? 
Enter yeh 
Vaſ. My Lord,ac Corea to his ycareiy cnſtome Keeping 2 This 
day a Feaſt in NONOUL of his 1 Bire h=day, by mee, maites vou thi- 
ther ; your worthy Father with the Popes Tenerend Nwuntioand 
other Magnifico's of Pym, havepromis'd their prelence, wile 
p! eaſe you to be of 1 rec amber ? 
Gio,,, Yes,te! 1 thent I dare come. 
F3/: Dare come ? | 
Gs. So [fayd ; and tell 1m mereT will come. 
Vat: Theic WO! QdS-ATT (rin get © Mee, | ?: 
Gro. Say 1 wil Come. | | 
Vou/ For 1! pot mile? 
99, Yer m Te, T1 ie come ; fir, are yot anfiyert d? 
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Tispitty frees aV Here, 


To a bad fearefullend; T muſt ret ſtay 
To know thy fall, backe to Bervr1a 1 
With ſpetd will haſte, md{hun this comming blowe, 
Parma Farwell, wonld Thad nenver knowne thee, 
Or ought of thine ; well To#ngman, linceno prayer 


Can make thee ſafe, I leave thee to deſpayre, Exit Fry; 


Defpaire or tortures of a thouſand hetls 
All's one to mee; I hane ſet yp my reſt. 


New,new worke ferions thonghts on banctull plots 
Be all a man my foule; Jet not the Curſe 


Of old preſcription rent from mee the gal] 


Of Conrage,which ivrolls a' glorious death. 
Tf I maſt totter like a well-growne Oake, 


& % % 


Some ynder ſhrubs ſhall in my weighty fall 


Be cruſht to fplitts : with me they all ſhall periſh, E xtt, © 


Enter Soranzo, Vaiques, and Bandetti. 


Sorau, You will notfayle, or ſhrinke in the attempt ? 
Va/. 1 will vndertake for their parts ; be fure my Maiſters to 


be bloody czough, and as vnmercifull, as if you were praying 


vpona rich booty onthe very Mountaines of Zigrria ; for you! 
pardons truſt romy Lord; bat for reward you ſhall truſt none 


but your owne pockets, 


Ban. omnes, Weele make a murther. 
Soran, Here's gole, Here's more ; want nothitg, what you do 
is noble, and an at of braue reuenge. | out 
le make yeeTicn Fardettiand all Free, 
Omnes. Liberty; hberty. | 
Va/. Hold, take etery mana Vizard ;-whien yeeare wit! 
drawne, keepc a5 much filenceas you can poſſibly ; yeu know 
the watch-w,ord, t} which be ſpoken,moue nat, but when ycu 
heare 74ar, ruſh in like aftormy-flood; T necde notinſtruct yee 
11 your ewne profeſſion. 
Omner, No, no, no," " 
V a/. In them, vour ends are profit and preferment---away. 
 $or48. The gaeſts will all come V a/ques ? 
Va/. Yes its | 
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Tis pity ſhee's a Whoore. 

1:64 row let me a little edge yourTreſelutfon ; 

vou {ce nothing is ynready to this Great worke, butagreatmind 
11 vYou ; Call to your remembrance your difgraccs, your loſle of 
Honour, Hippe/1ts' « blood; andarme your coutage in your owne 
wrongs , ſo ſhall you beft right thoſe wrongs in vengeance 
which your may tracly call 7 6#r owne, | | 

Seran. *Tis well ; the leſle I ſpeake,the more I burne, 
and blood ſhall quench that flame, 

a/. Now vou begin to turne Italian, this beſide, when my 
FOuNng Incejt-monge r COMES, hee wilbe ſharpe {et on his old bitt : 
ginc him time cnough, let him hane your Chamber and bed at li- 
erty ; Jet my Her Hare haue law ere he be hunted to his death, 
that if itbc potlible, hee may; poaſt to Hell 1n the very AR ef his 
damnation. _ ; ,: 

$9741. It ſhall be {o; and ſee as wee would With, I 

 Hee.cemes himſelfe firſt ; welcome my A1nch-lor'd brother 
Now I percciue you honour me; y'ate welcome, | 
But where's my father ? | 

Gio, With the other States, | , 
Attending on the N'#nt20 of the Pope 
To waite ypon him hither ; how's my fiſter ? | 

S:rav. Likea good huſwife, ſcarcely ready yet, ; 

Yeare beſt walke to her chamber, | 
7 Gio, If you will. _ 
{ Sora. I muſt expet my honeurable Friends, 
Good brother get her forth, - 
Gro, You arcbuſe Sir. E xit Giouanni. 
' F af. Enenas the great Deuill himſelfewould hauc it, let him 
 gocandgiut himfelfe in his owne deſtruQion; harke,the NVuncis 
isat hard; good fir be ready to receine him, 


Florsh, | | Cs. ee 
/ Enter Corainall, Florio, Donado, Richardetto and Attendants. 


S-r4y, Moit reucrend Lord, this grace hath made me proud, 
1 bat you vouchſate my houſe; teuer reſt 
Yohr humble feruant tor this Nuble Fauour. 

Car, Youare our Friend my Lord,nis helineſle 
| - Shall ' 
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"Tis phtty ſhce's aWhoore. 


Shall vnderſtand, how zealouſly you honour / 
Saint Peters Vicar in his ſubſtitute. | 
- Our ſpeciall loue to you. 
Soran. Signiors to-you 
My welcome, and my cuer beft of thanks 
For this ſo memorable courteſte, 
Pleaſeth y our Grace to walke neere ? 
(ar. My Lord, wee come 
To celebrate your Feaſt with Ciuill mirth, 
d 8 ancient cuſtome teacheth :. wee will goe, 
Soran, Attend his grace there,Signters keepe your way. Fxeat 


E ter Giouann! an Annabella 4:77 oz a bed, 


Gio, What chang'd ſo ſoone ? hath your new {prightly Lord 
Found enta tricke in night-games more then wee | 
Conld know inour ſimplicity ? ha! is'tio? 

Or does the fitt eome on you, to proue treacherous 
To your paſt vowes and oathes ? | 
 eAnna, Why ſhould you jeaſt 
At my Calamity, without all ſence 
Of theapproaching dangers you are in? 
Gio, What danger's haife ſo greatas thy reuolt® 
- Thou arta faithleſfle ſiſter, ſe thou know'ſt, 
Malice, or any treachery beſide | 
W ould ſtoope to my bent-browes; why I hold Fate 
Claſp'tin iy fiſt, and could Command the Courts 
Of times eternall motion ; hadſt thou beene 
One thought more ſteddy then an cbbirg Sea, 
And what? you'le now be honeſt, that's reſolu'd? 
ena. Brother, deare brother, know what I hane beene;. 
And know thatrow there's buta dying time 
Twixtvs and our Cenfuſion: let's not waſte 
Theſe precious houres invayne and vlelefle ſpeech. 
Alas,theſe gay attyres were not put on | 
But to fomeend; this ſuddaine folemne Feaſt & 
Was not ordayn'd to riott in expence ; 
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Irhat hane now = cne chambred herealone, 


 IB,r d of my Guard1an,or of any elſe, 


Am not for. n' "thing atay inſtant free'd - 
To freſh accelſc; be not deceiu'd My Brother, 
This Banquet is an harbinger of Death 
I you and mee,re{olue your ſelte it 1s, 

And be prepar Fi to welcome 4t. 

Gio, We<ll then, 
The Schoole-rmen reach that all this Globe of carth 
Shalbe conſ{um'd to athes ina nunute. 

Anna, SO 1 hauc read toe. 

G:o, But 'twere lomewhat ſtrange. 
To ſee the Wacers burne, could I beicene 
This might be true, i could beleeueaſwe if 
There - might be hell or Heauen. 

Awuna. *That s moſt certaine. 

Gis A dreame, a dreame;elfe in this other world 
\W ec (hould know oneanother. 

Anna. So wee ſhall. 

G79, Haue you heard ſo ? 

Anna. For certaine, 

G19, But dee thinke, 
Thar I ſhallice you there, 
You looke on mee, 
May wee kille one another, | 
Prate or laugh, 
Or doe as wee doe here ? 

Anua, 1 know notthar, | 
But good for the preſent, what ee meane 
fo free your ſelfe from danger ?ſoine way, thinke 
Howto eſcape; I'me ſure thegueſts are come. 


Gio, Looke vp, looke here ; what ſee you in my face? 


Are. Diltration and atroubled Countenance; 

| Gis, Deathandafwiftr repining wrath--»yet looke, 
W hat {ee you in mine cyes ? 

ena. Methinkes you weepe. 

Gio, I doe indeede; theſe are the funcrall teares 
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| 'Tis pitty fbee's aWhooze. © 
Shed on your graue, theſe furrowed vp my Theekes 
When firſt I lou'd and knew not how te woe. 
Faire -L»nabella,ſhould T here repeate 
The Story of my life, wee might looſe time. 
Be record all the ſpirits of the Ayre, 
And all things elſethatare ; that Day and Night, 
Earely and late, the tribure which my heart 
Hath paid to Annabella'sſfacred loue, 
Hath been theſe reares,which are het monruers u0Ww!: 
Neuer till now did Nature doe her belt, 
To ſhew 4 matchleſſe beanty to the world, 
WW hich in an inſtant, ere it ſcarſe was feene; 
The jealous Deſtinies require againe. 
Pray Anzabella, pray ; ſince wee muſt part, 
Goe thou white in thy ſoule, to fill a Throne 
Of Innocenceand Sanity in Heauen. 
Pray, pray my Siſter, | 
e114, Then I ſee your drift, 
Yee bleſſed Angels, guard mee. 
Gro. So _ | 
Kiſle mee; if euerafter times ſhould heare 
Ofour faſt-knit affeAions, though perhaps 
The Lawes of Couſcrence and of Ci.ill w/e 
May inſtly blame vs, yet when they but know 
Our lones, 7 hat /oxe will, wipeaway that rigour, 
W hich would in other 7zceffs bee abhorr'd. 
Gine 1nee your hand ; how ſweetely Life doth runne 
Intheſe well colenred veines ! how conſtantly | 
Theſe Palmes doe promiſe health ! but I could chide 
With Nature for this Cunning flattery, 
Kifſe mee againe———forgiue mee. 
Azna. W th my heart. 
Gio, Farwell. 
Anna, Will you begone ? 
Go, Be garke bright Sunne, 
And make this mid=dey night, that thy gnilt rayes 
May net behold adeed,will turnetheir ſplendour 
{ oy _ 21 
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 Tamſtill made your ſervant by your preſence. 


; 'Tvs-pitty fhee's* aWhoore. 
More ſoory, then the Peer: faigne their S:zx, 


One other kifſe my Siſter.  *” 
Anna. W hat meanes this ? es 
Giz. To fave thy fame and kill thee in a kiffe. ſtabs her, 


Thus dye, and dye by mee, and by my hand, 

Renenge is mine; Honour dothlone { ommand, 
Anna, Oh brother by your hand ? 
Gio, When thou art dead 

Fle giue my reaſons tor*t;for to diſpute 

With thy(cuen in thy death) moſt lonely beauty, 

Would make mee ftagger to performe thi; a4t 

W hich I moſt glory 1, | 
Anna, Forgiue him Heanen----and me my finnes, farwell. 

Brother vukind, 'vnkind---mercy great Heanen---oh--oh, Dyes, 
G49, Shee's dead, alas good ſoule; The haplefſe Fruite 

Phat in her wombe receiu'd ,its life from mee, 

Hath had from mee a (ad/e and 4 Grawe. 

E muſt not dally,this ſad Marriage-bed- 

In all her beſt, bore her aliue and dead. 

Soranzs thou haſt miſt thy ayme 1n this, 

I haue prenented now thy reaching plots, 

And kiPd a Lone, fox whoſe each drop of blood 

I would haue pawn'd my heart ; Fayre Annabelta, 

How ouver-glorious art thou in thy wounds, 

Tryumphing oner infamy and hate ! 


| Shrinke not Couragions hand, ſtand yp my heart, 


And boldly a my laſt, and greater part, #x:t with the Body, 
| A Banquet, 


Enter C ardinall,. Florio, Donado, Soranzo, Richardetto ,  Yaſ- 
_ ques andattendants ; They take their places, 


Faſ. Remember Sir what you have to do,be wiſe and reſolute. 
$oran, Enough-»-my heart is fix't, pleaſeth Towr Grace 


To taſte theſe Conrſe ConfeRions ; though the vie = 


Of ſuch {ſer enterteyiments more conlifts 
In Cuftome, then in Cauſe; yet Rexerend Sr, 


Car 


_ 


; 'T1% pitty ſhee's a Whoore, Re EE 
%* + "Car, Andweeyonr Friend, 1 | 
Soran, But where's my Brother Gionanns ? 


Egter Giouanni with at heart vp5n bu Dagger, 


' Gro, Here, here Soranzo ;trim'd in reeking blood. 
Thar tryumphs ouer death ; proud in the ſpoyle 
Cf Loneand Y, engeance, Fate Or all the Powers 
That guyzde the motiens of immortal! Soules 
Could not preuem mee, 
Car. W hat meanes this ? 
' Flo. Sonne Gromann? 
Soran, Shall I be foreſtalPd ? 
' O»o. Benot amaz'd : If your miſgiuing hearts 
Shrinkeat an 1dle ſight ; what bloedleſſe Feare 
Of Coward paſlion would have ceaz'd your fences, 
Had yon beheld the Rape of Life and Beauty 
Which I hauea@ed ? my lifter, oh my ſiſter, 
Fls. Ha 1 What of her ? 
Gio. The Glory of my Deed 
Darkned the mid-day Sunne, made Nooneas Night, 
You came to feaſt 2y Lords with dainty fare, 
\ Tcamets feaſt too, but I dig'd for food 
Ina much richer Myue then Gold or Stone 
_ Of any value ballanc'r ; *tis a Heart, 
eA Heart my Lords, ig which is mine intomb{d, 
Looke well vpon't; d'eeknow/ ? $ 
Vaſ, W kat ftrahge res ? 
Gro, Tis eAnnabella's Reart,'tis; why d'ce ſtartie.? | 
I vow 'tis hers, this Daggers poyntplow'd vp | 
Her fruitefull wombe, and left to mee the fame ; | fs 
Of a moſt glorious execntioner, | 
Flo, W hy mad-man, art thy ſelfe ? 
” Gs. Yes Father, and that times to come may knew, 
How as my Fate I honoured my reuenge : | 
Liſt Father, to your earesI will yeeld vp 
How muck I hae deſern'd re-bee your fenne, | | 
| 
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Flo, What is'tthon fay'ſt > , | | 
.K 2 + . Go, 
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'Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore. 


Ss I Nine Moones haue had their changes, 

Since I firſt thronghly view'd and traely low d 

Your Danghter and my Siſter. : | 
Flo, How lalas iny Lords,hee's afrantick mad-r an! 

Gio, Father no; 
For nine Moncths {-ace, 11 ſecret TI enjoy'd | 

Sweete x» 14znabe!a's ſheetes ; Nine Moneths I [i'd 

A happy Monarch ot her heart and her, 

Soranz,o, thou know'ft this ; thy paler cheeke 

Beares the Confounding print of thy diſgrace, 

For her too fruittull wombe too ſoone bewray'd; 

The happy paſſage of our ſtolne delights, 

And made her Mother to a Child ynborne, 
Car. Inceftuous Villaine. 
F/. Oh his rage belyes him- 

Gi», Tt does nor, 'tis the Oracle of truth, 

Tvow its fo. | 
 Soran, I ſhall burſt with fury, 

Bring the ſtrumpet forth, 

_ Ya. I ſhall Sir. es Exit Val 

Gio, Doefir, haue yotrall no faith - | | 

To credit yet my Triumphs ? here I \weare 

By all that you call ſacred, by the loue 

I bore my Annabeta whil ſheliu'd, 

Theſe hands haue from her boſome ript this heat. 

Tst true or no fir ? | Enter Vaſ. 
Vaſc. *Tis moſt ſtrangely true. OED Os. 
Flo, Curfed man-——haue I lind to—— Dyes, 
(ar. Hold vp Florio, ; | 

Monſter of Children, ſee whar thoa baft done, 

Broakethy old Fathers heart ; is noneof you 

Dares venter on him ? 

Gio, Let'em; olimy Father, 

How well his dcath becomes: hinp/in his grietes | 

VV hy this was done vith Conraget now tutvines 

None of 9ur heuſcbut I. :guilr in the blood 

Ofa Fayre /iſter and 3 Hnpleſſe Fathi 


Saran? 


os | 


"T1s pitty ſhees a Wheore, 
Soran, Inhamane ſcorne of men, haſt thou athoughe 
T'eut line thy murthers ? | 
Gio, Yes, I tell thee yes; 
For in my fifts I beare the ewiſts of life, 
S$oranz9, feethis heart which was thy wmes, 
Thus I exchange 1t royally tor thine, 


And thus and thus, now braue reuenge is mine, 


Vaſ. I cannot hold any longer ; your, are you groyne inſo- 
lent in your butcheries ? haue at-you. Firke. 
Gio. Come, Tam arm'd tomeete thee. wy 

.Yaſ. No, will it notbe yet? if this will not, another hall, 


| Not yet; I ſhall fitt you anon— Vengearce, 


| Enter Bandetti. 
Gio, Welcome, come moreof you what e're you be, 
I dare your worſt —— 
Oh I can ſtand no longer, Feeble armes 


| Mane you ſo ſoone lolt ſtrength, 


Vafſ: Now you are welcome Sir, 
Away my Mailſters,all is done, 
Shift for your ſelues, your reward is your owne, 
Shift for your ſclues. 
Ban, Away, away. E-cxcunt Bandetti. 
YVaſ. How d'ee my Lord, fee you this ? how is't? \ 
Soran, Dead ; but in death well pleaſed, that I haue liu'd 
Tolce my wrongs reueng'd on that B/ache Denill. 
O YVaſques, to thy boſome Jet mee giue | 
My laſk of breath, let not that Lecher line----ok Dyes, 
Vaſ. The Reward of peace and reſt bewith him, 
My euer deareſt Lord and Maifter. 
. Gio. Whoſe hand gane mee this wound ? | 
Vaſ.. Mine Sir, I was your firft man, have you enough? 


Go. I-thanke thee, thou haſt done fer me but what I' would 


haue elſe done on my ſelfe, ar't{ure thy Lord is dead ? 
Vaf. Oh Impudent lave, as fureas I am ſure to ſee the dye, 
Car. Thinke on thy life and end,and call for mercy, 
Go, Meriy? whyT have found it in this /rſtice, 
Car, Strife yet to cry to Heauen. ; 
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*Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore, 

Gio, Oh Tbleed faſt, 

'Detk, thou art a gueſt long look't for, I embrace 
Thee and thy wouuds ; oh my laſt minute comes. 
Whceree're,l goe, let mee cnioy this grace, . 
Freely to view /My Annabelld's face, Dyes, 

Do. Strange Miraele of Tufſtice ! 

Cr. Rayle vptheCitty, wee ſhall be murderedall, 

Vf. You needenot feare, you ſhall not ; this Qrauge taskebe- 
ing ended, I haue paid the Duty to the Sonne,which 1 have yow- 
ed to the Father. - 

. Car, Speake wretched V1llaine, what incarnate Feind 
Harh led thee on to this ? 

YVaſ. Honelty, and pitty of my Maiſters wrongs ; for know 
By Lord, Iam by burth 4 Spaniard, brought forth my Coun- 
trey in my youth by Lord Serarzo's Father ; whom whilſt he li- 

ned, Iferv'd faithfully ; fince wheſe death I hane beene to this 
man,as I was to him; whatT haue done was duty , and I repent 
xothing,but that the loſſe of my life had notranſom'd his. 

Car, Say Fellow, know'ſt thou any yer ynnam'd 
Of Cornfell inthis Inceſt ? {EP 

V4). Yes, an oid woeman, ſometunes Gxardzas to this mut- 
thered Lady. | | 

Car, And what's become of ker? 

Vaſ,. Within this Roome ſkee is, whoſe eyes after her con- 
feſſion I caus'd ro be put out, but keptaliue , to confirme what 
from Gionuanni's 0y7nc mouth you haue heard : now Hy Lord, 
what I have done, you may Indge of, and ler your owne wiſe- 
domebeea judge in your owne reaſon. p 

Car. Peace; Firſt this wocman chiefe in theſe effeRts," 

My ſentence is, that forthwith ſhee be tane | 
Out of the Citty, for examples ſake, 
There to be buratto aſhes» 

Do. 'Tis moſt 18it, 

Car, Be it your charge Deaaao, {ee it done. 

Do. I (hall. ? 4, 

Vaſ. W hat for mee? if death,tis welcome , I have beene ho- 

:neſt ro tae Sonne,as I was to the Father, 

| Car. 

v 
Wd 


"Tis pitty ſhee's a Whoore: 


Car, Vellow, for thee ; ſince what thou did it, was done 
Not for thy felfe, being vo Italian, | 7” | 
Wee baniſh thee for cuer, to depatt : 
Wi ithin three dayes, in this wee doe diſpenſe 
With groeands cf reaſon not of thine offence. 

Vaſ. 'Tis well; this. Conqueſt is mine , and I retoycethat a 
Spaniard Gut-Wentan Italian ty reuenge. Exit Val, | 

{ ar. Take vp theſe aughtered bodies, ſee them buried, - 
And all the Gold and Tewells, or whatſoeuer, | 
 Confiſcate by the Canons of the Church, 

Wee ceaze vpon to the Popes proper ve. 

Richay, Your Graces pardon, thus long I liu'd diſguis'd 
To ſee the effeRt of Pride and Luft at once 

Brought both to ſhamefall ends/ 

Car. What Richardetro whom wee thoughr for dead ? 

Do. Sir was it YOU——— cnm———_ | 

Richar, Your friend. 

(ar. Wee ſhall have time 
To talkeat large of all, but neyer yet 
TnceFt and Mmriher haue fo ſtrangely met. 

Of one1o young, ſo rich in Natures ſtore, 
Whoceuld not ſay, *73s pitty bee's a Whoore ? Exennt, 


_FINIS. 


a. Mo a —. 
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The generall Commendation deſerued by the Actors, it 
their Preſentment of this Tragedy, way catily excuſe ſuch 
few taults, as arc Eſcaped in vhe Printing : A common 
charity may allow him the ability of ſpelling , whom a le- 
cure cenfidence aſſures that hee cannot ignorantly errein 
the Application of Sence,, £ 
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